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Why do we work for Ireland 1— 

Because our early dreams 
’ Were fashioned on her green hills, 
Her mountains, vales, and streams: 
¥ Because we've got a country 

That’s worth another blow— 

By our fathers’ graves we swear 
To wrest her from the foe.—P. 70. 
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PREFACE. 


‘i WILL NOT—as the majority of preface 
=! writers usually do—under-rate my literary 
abilities, however poor I may consider them to 
be. I know too well my little volume is deficient 
in that which I would it had possessed. That it 
lacks artistic merit, I am aware; and perhaps; 
here and there, other errors may be discovered by 


Great scribes to poetry, 
Marched by notions big led.* 


Yet, allowing for these drawbacks, I am of opinion 
that they contain that which will make them 
acceptable to those for whom they were written— 
The People of Ireland. 

To teach the Irish people that it is still their 


* Berenger. 

+ Itis perhaps requisite to inform the reader that the 

' greater portion of the poems that comprise the present 

volume have appeared in the columns of the Irishman, Flag 

of Ireland, Universal News, People of Ireland, Connaught 

_ Vindicator, Wexford Independent, London American, Irish 
People (New York), Irish Canadian, and Greenwich Chronicle. 
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duty to protest against the rule of the foreigner ; 
to nerve their hearts for the coming struggle of 
Right against Might; to know that their birth- 
right is worth struggling for; to know that their 
country’s DEAD have left them a heritage which 
neither the gold nor the chains of tyrants should 
ever lead them to forget. To teach this I have 
felt to be my duty. 

Like the German poet, Heine, art has been with 
me but a secondary consideration. Heine says: 
‘“‘ Poetry, dearly as I have loved it, has always 
been to me as a Divine plaything. I have never 
placed any high value on poetical fame, and I 
care little whether people praise my verses or 
blame them. But, lay on my coffin a sword; for 
I have been a brave soldier in the war to liberate 
humanity.” Feeling fully satisfied that I have 
had similar objects in view, and that I have to the 
best of my ability performed my task, I take this 
opportunity of informing all critics—be they 
envious poets (?) or editors in chief—that any 
adverse verdict on this volume will not in the 
least affect me. 

Some FRIENDS of mine have stated, in reference 
to the political tone of my poems, that I “ pander 
to the lowest tastes of the Irish people.” Now, 
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to those friends who know me, such a charge 
would meet with the contempt it deserves. For 
the sake of those who do not know me, I am 
bound to notice my assailants—my whilom 
friends—and show my countrymen what sort of 
people constitute themselves “judges in Israel.”’ 

Pandering to the “lowest tastes of the Irish 
people” I take to be my promulgation of revo- 
Intionary doctrines. I have elsewhere observed, 
that I have no ill will against the English as a 
people. My mission, however humble, I conceive 
to be the nerving of my countrymen to stronger 
efforts—to 

Strike for our own again. 

Such being my object, I have used those words, 
phrases, and idioms that my knowledge of the 
subject led me to believe would prove most 
effective for the end I had in view. If struggling 
for Ireland’s freedom be “ pandering to the lowest 
tastes of the Irish people,” I plead guilty to the 
charge, and glory in my sHAME, if shame it be. 

_I know it is-beneath the dignity of the true 
man to notice every little cur that yelps at his 
heels ; but there are times when he is forced to 
stoop to kick such from his path, to prevent 
HIMSELF from tripping. 
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With much pleasure I take this opportunity of 
returning thanks to the kind friends who aided 
me in the production of this volume. My thanks 
are due more especially to A. M. Sullivan (the 
patriotic and gifted proprietor of the Dublin 
*¢ Nation’’), who kindly inserted my advertise- 
ments in his publications free of charge, and to 
whom I am indebted for many favours. I must 
not pass over in silence the name of Hdmund 
Fitzpatrick, A.R.H.A., who kindly placed at my 
disposal the first two drawings in “ Wreaths of 
Fancy,” and, with a nobleness characteristic of the 
true Irish gentleman, refused any remuneration. 

With these few remarks, I beg to introduce my 
*‘ Collected Poems” to the public, trusting their 
perusal may be to them what their production has 
been to me—a labour of love. 


CHARLES P. O’CONNOR, 


(CAIRN THieERNS). 


ERRATA. 


Owina to circumstance over which the author had no 
control, a few typographical errors have crept into this 
volume. Should he be so fortunate as to have to produce a 
Second Edition, he will certainly take care that they are 
corrected. 


Page 20. For “To drive the Ghouls from all the land,” 
read “To drive all the Ghouls from the land.” 
» 29. For “And wild waves wander’d free,’ read 
“ And glad waves wander’d free.” 
5, 937. For “ What boot’s it,” read ‘‘ What boots it.” 
',, 49. For “Ah me, ’tis holy work,” read “ Ah me, 
it is holy work.” 


E. 


2" 


53 
4 


delveaths ot Haney. 


—2-059$ 0-0. 


FREDERICKSBURGH, 


I, 

) ISE UP, rise up, Nial O’Donnell, day has flushed the 
y, eastern sky, © 

Call up your gallant comrades all—why ie they sleeping lie ? 
Hark! Walton’s guns are thundering fierce defiance to the 

North— 

For Ireland and for Freedom! in God’s name let us go forth! 
Walton thunders out defiance—come, we’ll let the traitor see 
How Ireland’s exiled children guard the banner of the Free! 


II. 
Many mustering and clustering, as they’re forming into line 
They seem as gods uprising from a banquetting of wine ; 
_ Trolling snatches of those dear old lays they learned ‘long 
long ago, 
Where the Anner, the Banna, and the wild Blackwater flow— 
Far away in dear old Ireland—TIreland of their hopes and 
dreams— 
Treland of thetrueand loving—Banba of the hills and streams! 


III. 
There were men from Munster’s vallies, Kerry’s hills, and 
Galtees bare, 
From the Bride, the ue and Shannon, from pleasant 
“ Milk-white Clare” 
Stalwart men from Gahnkanh Ps highlands, old ohtone) and 
Galway Bay, 


And Ulster well did muster in our bold Brigade that day— 
B 
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Old historic Boyne, and swelling Foyle, Lough Neagh, and 
Bann the fair, 

Whilst Wicklow’s rills and Wexford’s hills had good and 
true men there. 


IV. 
Bomb! bomb! hark, the firing’s louder, Walton keeps a 
wary eye 
Where, ’mid Hancock’s mustering eo our Green Banner’s 
seen to fly. 


Well he knows beneath that dear Hag there are hearts that 
throb with joy 
To make the day at Fredericksburgh another Fontenoy. 


/ 


So from post to post he hastens, that no vantage we may gain, | 
Crying “Steady, boys, be ready—there’s that d—d green 
flag again !”’* 
v. 
See, our heroic gallant chieftain, our Meagher true and 
brave, 
He who whilom in Ireland, scorned to live there as a slave. 
Gallant Meagher! noble Meagher! would the blood that 
soon will flow 
Was shed for Mother Ireland that we left long years ago, 
Where we dreamed of a free Erin, and the flag that yonder 
waves 
Floating o’er our Isle of beauty—still her daughters siokls 
slaves. 
. VI. 
Still the tyrant forges fetters for her children—still she stands 
The Lazarus amongst nations, the Niobe amongst lands— . 


* The readers of Captain Conyngham’s spirited record of the ** Cam- 
paigns of the Irish Brigade” (Cameron and Ferguson) will perceive that 
I take a poet’s licence here. After all, it little matters. Walton may 
have used the words. Morai—A bad excuse is better than none at all. 


WREATHS OF FANCY. 3 


Still the gibbet’s reared for courage—still the base and the 
untrue 

Have place among the mighty, hell alone their only due !— 

But, hallo there, standard-bearer! come filing out that banner 


true, 

And we'll show these Southern traitors what Irishmen can do. 

VII. 

** Forward!” down our line is ringing—gallant Meagher’s at 
our head— 

“ Forward !” like the whirlwind rushing, the ground beneath 
our tread 

Seems to tremble at our footsteps ; for a while each holds his 
breath, 


As we near the Southern ramparts—ramparts of defeat 
and death— 

_“ Ho! for Ireland!” cries out Meagher. God! the sky 
seems rent in twain, 

As “ For Ireland!” is shouted—ay, again, and o’er again. 


VIII. 
Belched the thunder of the cannons, ‘like the lightning- 


flash each shines, 
‘Asa murderous fire of grape-shot breaks up our advancing 
lines ; 
But avengers in their places were not backward to advance, 
Though of small avail was carbine, rifle, bayonet, and lance.— 
Onward press’d those dauntless exiles, never yet did history 
bear 
Record of a nobler struggle than we Irishmen made there.— 


IX. 
See! again we press up Maryé’s Hill, our front an iron wall, 


Again our ranks are broken, and again our bravest fall ; 

As we re-form into line once more, grim Walton mutters, 
“Well!”— 

While flash on fiash, in thunderous roar, come from those 


_ jaws of hell— ‘ 
2B 
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‘Oh, talk not to me of Marathon, or Rome’s immortal Three, 
Sempach could boast no braver ones, nor famed Thermopylse!”” 


x, 

The morning mists have vanished from the dark December 
sky, 

Revealing where our Spartan dead, war-harnessed, sleeping 
lie. 

Full flushed with life, but yesterday they pressed for yonder 
height, 

To preserve the glorious Union, and to battle for the Right— 

Ay, to learn the soldier’s trade of war, that one day, might 
be seen, 

The English red low in the dust, and high o’er all, the Green. 


, AI. 
Yes, there they lie, the heroic brave—the kingly among men, 


Stark and cold—now pulseless is the fire that burned withm ; 
No more we'll hear the thundering of their joyous “ Clear 
the way !” 
Or join them in the choral shout, ‘* For Ireland, boys, hurra!” 
Never! never more upstanding shall we give, with “ three 
times three,” 
‘*¢ The sweet girls fair, we left behind!” and “ Dear old Tre- 


land free!” 
: > DER 


Winds of heaven blowing eastward, bear to HER their latest 
sighs, 

SHE, who sits so full of sorrow, with the tears in her blue 
eyes ;— 

Tell her that though chain’d and shackled, still they thought 
of her with pride, 

That HER name, in fond orison, they breathéd ere they died— 

Yes! and tell HER those they left behind have good and 
trusty blades, 

And wait but for the men at home to raise the barricades. 
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WHEN SHANDON BELLS. 


10, 


(a! RACIH, dearest! sit by me awhile, 
sp And let’s recall the time, 


When Shandon’s bells rang merrily ! 
So merry, merrily ! 
Inniscarra straying over, 
When the daisies were in prime, 
Below, the Lee rolled cheerily ! 
So cheery, cheerily ! 
Oh, many years have vanished 
Since that dear and happy time, 
When the golden lichens twined 
Around the elm, the beech, and lime ; 
When, with measured chimes so sweetly, 
Like a minstrel’s flowing rhyme, 
Old Shandon’s bells rang merrily ! 
So merry, merrily ! 
Old Shandon’s bells rang merrily ! 
Merry, merry, merrily ! 
Old Shandon’s bells rang merrily ! 
So merry, merrily! 


II 
Oh, my Gracie! well you know, love! 
Where the choicest wild thyme grew, 
When Shandon’s bells rang merrily ! 
So merry, merrily ! 
With the eglantine and moss-rose, 
_ And the violets, deep blue, 
The dells they bloomed in cheerily— 
So cheery, cheerily ! ! 
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Oh! ’twas sweet returning home from mass, 
The blue-bell’s haunts to view, 
And from Carrigrohane’s rugged heights 
Their wild perfume to woo! | 
Or hear, borne on the summer winds, 
The boatman’s loud halloo ! 
While Shandon’s bells rang merrily ! 
So merry, merrily! 
While Shandon’s bells rang merrily ! 
Merry, merry, merrily ! 
While Shandon’s bells rang merrily ! 
So merry, merrily ! 
III. 
Here we've gold; but, Gracie, darling ! 
What to us is all this gain P 
From Shandon’s bells so merrily ! 
So merry, merrily ! 
Mississippi's murmuring waters 
Cannot give us back that strain 
The Lee sung oft and cheerily ! 
So cheery, cheerily ! 
Oh, sweet memories of pleasure ! 
How ye throb upon my brain,— 
Sunny days of joy and gladness, 
When Fate’s bloom was love and pain,— 
Will the golden hours now vanish’d, 
Will they ever come again ? 
Will Shandon’s bells ring merrily ? 
So merry, merrily ? 
Will Shandon’s bells ring merrily ? 
Merry, merry, merrily ? 
Will Shandon’s bells ring merrily ? 
So merry, merrily ? 
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“J 


IRISH-LIKE. 


Wx ae ee Pat O’Leary, 
Knock’d down big Kerry Mike, 
The people standing nigh, called out, 
“Tis only Irish-like.” 
II. 
Ah me! the sneer and ribald jeer— 
This lessening our fame ! 


For all this contumely and wrong, 
We've got ourselves to blame.— 


III. 
When good and brave men left their homes, 
The dear old land to free, 
And ere they reached the trysting place, 
Began to disagree, 


Vis 
Which one should be the first that day, 
The Saxon down to strike, 
They didn’t strike at all since then,— 
Some said, “ ’twas Irish-like.” 


Nic 
But, no, ’twas not !—such wrongs as ours 
Would any other race 
Have swept away—we live to-day : 
They cannot ours efface !— 


VI. 
Oh, when will Jerry, Dick, and Pat, 
Agree with Dan and Mike ? 
Oh, tell me, when will Irishmen 
Be only IRISH-LIKE ? 
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ELSINORE HO! 


oa ; 

(al ANS SIGER’S bound for Elsinore, 
[t, ‘Too long he’s tarried here on shore ; 

Mate Heil cries, ‘‘ Let the capstan swing, 

And bid Carl Mein his fiddle bring.— 

To-night Hans Siger’s brigantine - 

Shall kiss blue waves instead of green ; 

To-night, lads, far away from shore, 

We'll woo the winds for Elsinore.” 


at: 
“ Dirck Hallet, let no gloom eclipse, 
You soon shall press your Katrin’s lips. 
You laugh !—nay, Dirck, Carl Mein shall play 
Gay music on your wedding-day. 
Ho! Heil, boy, run the canvas out !”’ 
*Tis thus, with gesture, song, and shout, 
. With laughing joke, and merry roar, 
Hans Siger sails for Elsinore. 


LR Be 
“© What care we, Dirck, child, for the vine, 


Blue eyes, volcanoes, and sunshine ; 
More dear to us the northern wind, 
Than luscious gales we leave behind ; 
More dear to us our ice-bound home, 
That’s laving in the German foam,— 
The home the hardy vikings hore— 
The Danish hills o’er Elsinore 


Iv. 
“* Ah! see the curdled sky, Dirck, see ! 
Boy, that’s the sky for you and me. 
Oh, welcome, snow flakes! See, they crowd 
On spar and halyard, boom and shroud— 
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They know us, ay, child sent from God ! 
Their touch dispels the sluggish flood 
That crept our veins upon the shore 
We left behind for Elsinore. 
v. 
The black fir-forest’s bracing breeze— 
Winds that are bred in arctic seas— 
Have made us what we still remain, 
The men of sinew, thew, and brain. 
“Sea wolves” they call us; let them care! 
Yet are wolves, in many a lair, 
To spring to life, with rush and roar, 
Should harm come near loved Elsinore.” 
Ney 

*Tis thus Hans Siger nears his home, 
Home laving in Germania’s foam,— 
Mate, Heil Jors, sings, for soon he’ll see 
His fond wife, and his vikings three ; 
Dirck Hallet hums a Danish air, 
In praise of Katrin’s eyes and hair ; 
Whilst Hans beguiles, with joke and roar, 
The voyage home to Elsinore. 

ge ee ab 


CRAYON. 


a Ges cut and hack away, my friend, 
. Use well your scalping knife, 

You surely must excel, your subjects 
Being all from life. 


I saw a crowd of men and boys, 
Pursue a thief one day, 
* Stop thief!” bawled out the thief himself ; 


And so he got away. 
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SAILING TO-MORROW. 


I. 
I Mi Pe JOHNNY’S going away! oh, woe betide the day! 
Al When the Saxon lordling, lost to manly feeling, 

Out on the winter’s lea flung ourselves and children three— 
His “short horns” now are grazing where our shealing 
Looked out in humble pride, from the shamrock-spangled side 

Of Ballyhoura’s mountain. "Woe and sorrow 
Are mine, morning and noon, for my Johnny dhas aroon, 
Is leaving dear old Ireland on the morrow. 
Tears shall not dim my eyes, I'll stifle all my sighs, 
Whilst smiles of radiant joy and hope I'll borrow ; 
Come, children, let us sing, for time is on the wing, 
Fair weather to the ship that sails to-morrow ! 


II. 
In Canada, I’m told, for the willing there is gold; 
And no lord or devil blasts the homes of labour ; 
From sunrise till sunrest; each strives to do his best 
For God, for peace, for country, home, and neighbour: 
God be with my Johnny dahn, within him’s strong the MAN 
To lighten our sad bosoms soon of sorrow ; 
Come children, one and all, let’s Mary’s blessings call 
On the ship that bears away our hearts to-morrow. 
Tears shall not dim my eyes, I'll stifle all my sighs, 
Whilst smiles of radiant joy and hope I'll borrow ; 
Come, children, let us sing, for time is on the wing, 
Fair weather to the ship that sails to-morrow ! 


—————-}-—____-———- 


CRAYON. 


ys VANITY spoils all-the good he can do; 

oll. And yet, on the whole, M. is honest and true. 
Good nature his ruin—alas! and alack! 

The dupe of a low cunning tailor was M——. 
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TO UNCLE’ SAM, 


1 
¢ H, UNCLE SAM! oh, Uncle Sam! 
N Why, really, do you mean 
To leave us here in chains, to rot? 
Our crime—we loved the Green !— 
No use in threatening—none at all; 
Your “stars” and “stripes” they d—n; 
They laugh at all your “ bluster” here, 
They do, dear Uncle Sam! 


. II. 
Unless we sing “ God save the Queen!” 


We're treated worse than brutes, 
Unless we “cut” our Yankee trim, 

And “round” on “square-toed boots :” 
They kick and cuff us Union boys, 

And into gaol they cram, 
The men who rode with Fighting Phill! 

Ah! ’tiswso, Uncle Sam. 


II. 
When rebel South upreared her flag 


’Gainst liberty and right, 

' The Irish came from far and near, 
Your rampart and your might! 
They guarded well your starry flag, 
Now, you don’t care a d—n! 
But leave them here to rot in gaol, 

Ain’t it so, Uncle Sam ? 


IV. 
With Faragaut, at Charleston.— 


’Gainst Davis and ’gainst Lee; 
We marched away, at break of day 
With Sherman to the sea ; 
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Ah! then, with wreathéd smiles and bows, 
You were our great, I am! 

You truckle, now, to England’s well /— 
You do, dear Uncle Sam. 


v. 
They do insult you, night and day, 
And ridicule your “ airs.” 
They say you're only fit to herd 
With savages and bears. 
One time most awful you would roar ; 
You’re now a very lamb! 
Oh! is this worthy of your tame ? 
Oh! is it, Uncle Sam? 
VI. 
I tell you what—old Uncle Sam— 
I have a notion queer, 
That, were old “ Jeff” at the White House, 
He wouldn’t leave us here; —~ 
You, see my dander’s riz,,old hoss, 
To think that here I am, 
“ Civis Americanus sum!” 
What means it, Uncle Sam? 


—_—_—_—_—_@——_—_ 


CRAYON, 


eae FORCE of imagining can no further go. 
i, Jackey thinks himself a born poet, and 

Makes thirty punctures on Parnassus Hill. 

The Gods, disgusted, will not leave him stand.— 
They pointed to the VERY BOTTOM, saying— 

“Thus, and no further, shall you venture, Jack ! 
Take heart—you will not be alone down there ; 
You'll have your double, Whiskey-drinking M——.” 
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ep yl Ee 

I. ; 
C OME, PHILIP DARCY, come with me, 
XJ Where winds blow fresh’ning o’er the sea ; 
We'll leave the city’s noise and glare, 
And wander, Master Philip, where 
The murmuring wave and crystal spray 
Shall banish thoughts of gold away : 
We'll talk of Ireland, lad, again, 
And tread, in fancy, hill and plain. 


II. 
Ireland !—be ours unhonored death, 


When we, to love thee e’er forget! 

Though grandeurs here around us rise, 
Thy honied vales more dear we prize. 
Sea-cinctured by the ocean fays, 

Who’ve made their homes within thy bays ; 
Bays of patriots’ fondest dreams !— 

We call thee Ireland of the streams ! 


III. 
Yes, Ireland of the streams and hills, 
The hot blood gushing madly fills 
My veins, when memory brings once more 
The hopes I dreamed of, on her shore. 
Fond hopes, crushed by the serpent breath 
Of traitors, ye cling to me yet ;— 
What, though my boyhood’s days be past, 
A halo still.on all ye cast. 


IV. 
My boyhood’s days !—what rapture’s cling 
Around the memories ye bring ! 
To hearts now seared by care and strife, 
You bring the new-made wine of life— 
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You bring pulsations to the soul, 

Till age forgets to make its goal— 
You bring the hill, the vale, and glen, 
And people all with life again. 


| v. 
See! fading darkly o’er the deep, 
The sun sets, where our fathers sleep ; 
Above yon clouds of glowing fire, 
The last faint streaks of day expire. 
Good Philip, in those far-off skies, . 
The morn shall see in glory rise 
A brighter splendour—thus we see 
Omen’d, our country’s destiny. 


4 Vile 
Here, while the waves around us play, 


On memorys wings, we'll hie away, 

To her encircled in the fold 

Of ocean home, of hearts still bold ! 

There strayed we in the days gone by, 
When names unknown were care and sigh, 
When, strong with faith, the cup of gold 


The bow of varied hues did hold. 
% * * % Pa 


VII. 
Yon upland heights, now saffron hued,— 


Have seen my youthful idol wooed ; 

The elm tree huge, which time made less, 
Has heard the fondly whispered yes ! 
Still glints the shadows when at rest 
Cairn Mor shows gilded hued its crest ; 
Is Galtee Dhu* as black and bare, 

Old Time! as when we wander’d there? 


* Galtee Dhu—Anglice. Black Galtee, one of a range of hills in the 
co. Tipperary. 
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VIII. 
"Tis morning.—O’er sweet Funcheon, hark ! 


On freshen’d pinion, sings the lark : 
By Leabeac Callagh,* weird and lone, 
The mavis, too, with merry tone, 
Soars sunward till, in Heaven’s blue, 
Mavis and lark are lost to view ; 

I stand by Glenworth’s Abbey hoar, 
And long for wings like them, to soar. 
: IX. 

Oh, fatal wish ! what boots it now 
That laurels press my furrowed brow ? 
What boots it that in halls of State 
The rich and mighty call me great ? 
What matters that ’ve won a name, 
And stand upon the hill of fame ? 

The freshness of my youth is o’er, 
_And Ireland’s hills P’ll see no more! | 


0. 
Far better dwell amongst the few, 


Whose souls, if humble, yet were true,— 
Who would not give their fellows pain— 
Who would not wear the brow of Cain. 
Brave hearts! who knew no thought of guile ; 
Who could not murder with a smile ; 

Who, if they gave the hand, would still 

Give hand and heart, with right good will. 


XI. 
T’ve seen the world—the ways of men— 


4 I’ve seen through some the skeleton grin. 
And these were gods, they'd have us pray, 
Who, when from earth they’d passed away. 


* Leabeac Callagh—Anglice. Witch’s Grave, on the banks of the 
Funcheon, a tributary of the Blackwater, oo. Cork. 
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Admiring cliques, who tread their ways, 
Would wreath them with immortal bays ; 
Whose lives, when they our planet trod, 
Were abnegatory of God. 

XII. 
A truce to thoughts like these ; no,cloud 
The whiteness of our souls shall shroud. 
If memories at all must sway, 
Be they of joy’s long passed away. 
Alas! they’re like our music, boy, 
At times they’re sad, or full of joy. 
Then joy be ours, though far away ; 
We strike our country’s lyre to-day. 


CORRIB’S WATERS. 
I 


HERE Corrib’s lovely waters flow, 


*Mid charms, whose beauties rich and rare, 
Dwells she whose image breaks my rest. 
Let others boast of maids more fair, 
But were I proud Clan-Ricard’s Earl, 
A coronet of gems most rare 


Should deck thy brow, my Irish girl. 
A 


When sinks the golden sun at eve, 
Far o’er the billowy western sea, . 
Its crimson glories cannot vie. 
‘The lips of my gra-gal-machree ! 
The love-light blooming in her eyes 
Breathes spells where’er it falls upon— 


- From Wicklow’s rills to Bantry’s hills 


There’s none like Mary Sullivan! 


U vi Through vales more fair than Eden’s blest, 


7 
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: II. 
The high-bred Saxon dame hath robes 
That trail along in silken sheen ; 
But far more dear’s my colleen dhas, 
Dressed in our country’s hallowed green. 
For Saxon ‘dames and Saxon ways 
The weak of heart and faith may pine ; 
Oh, give me our dear Irish girls— 
For their sweet smiles I’d crowns resign! 


BO i 


My Mary dahn, in dreams I see 
Our country break the Saxon thrall— 
Our Irish brothers on the hills 
Resolved to conquer or to fall. 
I see dear Ireland once more stand 
Among the nations—proud and free! 
I see my darling queen o’er all, 
And I the first with bended knee. 


Vv. 

Ah me! the stranger rules o’er all— 

A tyrant, base, and selfish too— 
And, scattered o’er the wide wide earth, 

Are those whose hearts were firm and true. 
Some sleep in dungeons, dark and low; 

Their chains should shame us into life ! 
Should nerve the Irish, heart and hand, 

To dare their gaolers to the strife !— 


4 VI. 
Behold they come! pale shadowy forms 
(I knew them in my exile here) 
Upon the scaffold! Tyrants, say, 
Died your young victims pale with fear ? 
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Oh, God! the red tide in my veins 
Burns, lava-like, to think that they, 
For Ireland dying—like their sires,— 
Should sleep in English murderer’s clay ! 
VII. 
Unconquered ?—aye, and unsubdued ! 
Our alien masters still we scorn ; 
Still hurl we curses at their rag 
That taints the air where we were born. 
That pirate banner—God, how I 
Hate its red folds—accurst and fell ! — 
I’d freely give life’s latest sigh, 
To see it once more dash’d to h—l. 


VIII. 
Land of the hills and rushing streams! 


Dear Connaught, cradle of my race! 
Home of my boyhood’s only love, 

It glads my heart the past to trace. 
Although in exile, leagues away 

From Erin and wy love,.I pine! ° 
Ah, me! ’tis far away I mourn 

The joys that made life half divine.— 


IX. 
Yes, yes; ’twas there my childhood pass’d, 


And there my heart clings fondly yet ; 
Tis there I would my grave should be, 
When folded in the arms of death. 
"Tis there—but, ah! the wish were vain— 
Beneath the stranger’s turf must rest 
The dust of him who sings her praise, 
And loves her of all earth the best. » 


2. 
Flow on, sweet lake, thy silvery tide 


Has borne me oft upon its breast, 
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When glen and glade, and islet fair, 
In Summer’s golden robes were dress’d. 
But one more fair than these—than all— 
My weary bosom loves to shrine, 
When memory brings again the hours 
I passed upon those banks of thine. 
TET LEE OAS 
WELCOMING SONG. 


Arr—Boating down to Blackrock. 


I. 
iN H! stop, Paddy Connell, and you, Shaun O’Donnell, 
L424, Go, put into shape Mick Doolin’s old gun, 
Whilst I and Paud Farrell, and big Ned O’Carroll, 
Will welcome the Leinster men, everyone! 


For they’re all welcome, heartily welcome! 
Leinster men, welcome! everyone. 


Il. 
Oh! look at the Cork men, they bate the New York men, 
Rare boys for daring; and with us, to-night, 
Their true hearts are burning, their spirits are yearning, 
To meet the false Saxon to-morrow in fight. 


So they’re all welcome, heartily welcome ! 
Munster men, welcome! everyone 


Iii. 
Hurrah for Tyrconnell, O’ Neill, and O’Donnell, 
Down from your mountains, true sons of the north! 
Come, we'll break the thrall, with our foes try a fall : 
Come, ‘tis the Rep Hanp that summons us forth ! 


Come, you’re welcome, heartily welcome! 
Ulster men, welcome! everyone. 
C2 
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IV. 
Where’s Connaught the glorious, that oft rode victorious, 


When Cathal* cruve dearg bore down on the pale— 
Say, is the West sleeping, while vigils we’re keeping, 
To drive the Ghouls from all the land of the Gael ? 
Come, you'll be welcome, heartily welcome! 
Connaught men, welcome! everyone. 


Vv. 
Fling out our Green Banner—see, down by the Anner, 


How the red robbers move silent along ! 
Now, pikemen, be ready! now, riflemen, steady ! 
The day’s come at last we’ve prayed for so long. 
So you’re all welcome, heartily welcome ! 
Irishmen, welcome! everyone. 
etn a Oe OAT A 


A. M. SULLIVAN, 
HISTORIAN, ORATOR, JOURNALIST, AND PATRIOT. 
**T see whom thou hast called 
The mighty men, the chosen of the earth: 
Great minds invincible and disenthral’d— 
Made freemen at their birth.” 
i. 
ot lee COURT was hush’d with silence, like to death— 
wa, Now and then broken by a just applause ; 
H’en the curs’d foemen held awhile their breath, eos 
As Hz, with burning words, spake Ireland’s cause. 
rE 
Spake Ireland’s cause—for he was one of those 
Whom Erin’s despots could not bribe or fright 
Whilst freedom’s vanguard needed heart and arm— 
Whilst Right would wage fierce war with tyrant Might. ° 
Green Street, Dublin. Feb, 20, 1868. 


* Oathal [O’Connor] of the Red Hand. 
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THE FACTIONS. 


I. 
IB one the Union Jack is safe, and General John 
UL) O’Neil* 
Has failed to scare the Kanucks with his bristling lines 
of steel ; 


The “senators” at Buffalo have talking done galore!!! 
And Johnny Bull is whipp’d, boys—he will raise his head no 


more ! 
II. 


Ye watchers, waiting for the dawn, go don your gay attire ; 

To-night we'll drink each “ senator” that’s wrought our 
heart’s desire ; 

Call down Thade Farrell from the hills—his heart will leap 
to see 

Our joyful merry-making, for the land now proud and free ! 


III, 

Brave hearts, that pine in Dartmoor’s swamps, and Port- 
land’s dreary pens, 

Exult, for, soon you'll freemen tread your native hills and 
glens; 

O’Neil’s brave boys have won the day—at least with knife 
and fork— 

And Ireland’s flag floats proudly down a back street in New 


York! ! 
IV. 


Oh! ’twas not thus in days of yore we battled for the green ! 
We showed our right to manhood then, by use of pike and 
scian. 


* I wish my readers to understand that I impute no dishonesty to John 
O'Neil; in fact, his honesty has beenhis ruin. ThisI reiterate even with 
the late Canadian fiasco staring me in the face. 
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Breast to breast, with the invaders fought our sires many a 
day— 
Now we meet the same invaders, but a thousand leagues 
away ! 
v. 
Come, answer ye, and tell me, where all is the boasted might, 
We saw arrayed in Sixty-five, so eager for the fight ? 
Come, answer me, oh, “ either wing,” if not by England 
bought 
And tell me, since our Jamie’s left, what you’ve for Ireland 
wrought ? 
VI. 
Go, conquer England in New York, of patriotism (?) brag, 
While truth and virtue wither ‘neath the pirate’s crimson 
rag ! 
Go, and betray, for sordid pay, the Isle that gave you 
birth ; 
Go, make our land the jibe and scorn of all the wide, wide 
earth. 
VII. 
Go, rob the hardy toiler, take the wretched widow’s mite ; 
God! how freely it was given to win our Ireland’s right.— 
Go, prate of Erin’s grandeur, talk of Tara’s ancient pride, 
While our best and bravest suffer, while our land’s twice 
erucified. ; 


VIII. 


"Tis time this swindle vile was o’er—this Yankee Fenian 
brag 

Of conquering, at a safe distance, the Saxon’s motley rag! 

Ah me! how comes it, that a race, the shrewdest on the 
earth, 

Should be so blinded by their hate; to give this bubble 
birth P— 
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hb. 
Come forth, our own true Jamie, from your exile hasten 


forth, 
Cead mille failthas wait you, east and west, and south and 
~ ‘north ; 
Come forth and crush the traitors that now prey upon our 
land ! 
The men of “ neither factions ” wait for you with heart and 


hand. 
XxX. 
Too long we’ve borne their impotence; but now we will 


disown 
The knaves, who fam would wear the garb of Emmet and 
Wolfe Tone. 
Let’s rally for our sireland! and our country’s latest dead! 
Let’s crush the foes of Ireland—be their flag the green or red ! 


me 

Down, cursed* knaves and imbeciles—down to your native 
dust! 

We'll have our Jamie back again—make way for him you 
must. i 

Go, coward slaves, and traitor knaves !—this to your masters 

LS BBY 5. 

“They've got their Jamie back again—all Ireland’s his 

to-day.” 


* T have been informed—much to, my astonishment and great annoy- 
ance—that a certain Jow individual has had the impudence to assert that 
he knew whom I meant by the terms ‘‘ knaves and itnbeciles,” at the same 
time making use of gentlemen’s names, who are as far above him in 
honesty and patriotism ashe... . We live in an age of sHavg—anage 
when tailors and shoemakers, finding their business unprofitable, turn 
revolutionists, 7.e., Fenian cashiers. Finding revolution too stern a work 
for their base and craven natures, they hop into newspaper offices as 
proprietors (God save the mark!) of National and Democratic Journals 
the better to swindle the People of Ireland. 
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MIKE MALONE.* 
A THRILLING BALLID OF THE TIMES. 
I. 

A\ S—strollin’ out the other night—I passed along the 
JO, Strand, 
An’ by Bin Websther’s playhouse awhile I thought Pd stand» 
At th’ lords an’ ladies goin’ I tuk a quiet stare, 
Thinking how fine ’twas to be rich! “ Now, will you 

move on there ?”’ 


II. 

I looked around, an’ on the curb, with hand outstretched 

for alms, 

There stood a fair young girlish form, a baby in her arms. 

She gev one agonising cry, then hurried quick away, 

An’ I persued her wandering steps as onward she did stray. 
II. 

Now, if I’ve a virtue, more or less, I freely do confess 

My manhood will give way at once to woman in distress ; 

‘Twas always so from infancy, an’ boast I proudly can— 

(Is this a bull ? but, never mind)—I’m call’d a lady’s man ! 
IV. 

The wind it blew tremenjusly, an’ drops of rain kem down; 

The moon, bein’ sulky, ’stead of smiles, gev earth her blackest 

frown. | 

The poor girl pressed the baby close, to shield it from the rain, 

An’ piteously the infant wailed, ‘‘ He’s coming back again.” 
v. 

*« He will, astore,” the woman said ; “for God is good and just, 

He is no felon ’cause he tried to raise Her from the dust ; 


* To Irish residents in London during the reign of terror it is super- 
fluous to speak of the disgraceful panic that seized England at that time. 
No matter what outrage was conimitted, Fenianism was at the bottom 
of it—at least so said the panic-mongers and detectives. 
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May the blessed Virgin Mary give my dowchal strength to- 
night, 
To suffer calmly an’ be strong, for God an’ Ireland’s right.” 
VI. 
As still the baby’s plaintive cry kept ringing in my ears, 
IT shall not shame to tell you all, fast fell the scalding tears ; 
An’ I kept sayin’—as I trudged through wind, an’ mire, an’ 
rain— 
*“ Mammy, don’t sigh! mammy, don’t cry! he’s comin’ back 
again.” 
Vil. 
Passing under Temple Bar, some whispering voices came : 
*‘ That’s him!” an’ then, “ We arrest you in our royal 
lady’s name.” 
“ Arrest be d—d !—what for ?” Icried ; “your manin’ pray 
explain ?” 
“ Why, didn’t we hear you shout, just now, for ‘ Jamie back 
again P’” 
VIII. 
“ An’ who at all is Jamie ?”’ then I.asked, struck all amuck. 
“Why, Jamie is James Stephens!” Faith ‘tis, 1 was 
thunderstruck. 
“« James Stephens !—what is he to do with that poor child’s 
refrain : 
‘Mammy, he’s comin’ back again; mammy, he'll come 
again P? ” 
Ix, 
They tuk me by the scruff, an’ though I struggled very hard, 
"Twas all in vain; against me grain I went to Scotland-yard, 
Where they all gathered round me more like jackals than 
like men— 
Just like prigs* around a boozer+ in a Kent-street padding- 
ken.t 


* Thieves. -+ Drunkard. t Lodging-house. 
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x. 
They turned my pockets inside out, but nothing did they find; 
Bedad, ’twas luck! my cotamore* I left that night behind.— 
Then each shouted out in turn, “‘ Your conduct pray explain ; 
What did you mean by bawling, ‘We'll have Jamie back 


again ?” ; 
nem 
“* By me soul! ye make a great mistake—a great mistake !” 
vy: y g 
T cried ; 


* Mike Malone’s a loyal man; faith! it’s his boast an’ pride, 
That England’s red in triumph waves above the Irish green !” 
(God forgive me that big lie!) “‘ where want is never seen! 
mL 
Sure, there I never had to ate black male three times a-day ; 
Sure, there the landlord’s all are mild—no Scully bears the 
"sway ; 
Och! there no hangman’s rule is known, no patriots ever 
bleed ; 


There perfect freedom reigns, bedad, for clan, an’ class, an’ 
creed.” 
BS FG 
“ Fetch Joseph Judas here!” cried one; “ fetch Massey!” 


cried another ; 
“ Fetch Jemmy Vaughan!” cried a third. ‘“ May h—1 the 
trio smother!” 

I muttered from my inmost soul, as, quizzing me, they came 
An’ shook their heads, so mournfully, seemg I wasn’t game. 
ING 
Inspector T looked hard at me, “This here will never do! 
Lock him up !—and, in the morn, afore the beak} he'll go ;. 


Something may turn up, ere then, that’s now beyond our 
reach— 


Perhaps a night in Millbank’s cells will make our covey 


peachy !” 


* Cotamore—Anglice. Over-coat. § + Magistrate. t Inform. 
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XV. 

* You lie, you thief!” I shouted, as my fist I outward sped ; 

Lo! and behold! the ground jumped up an’ hit him on the 
head :— 

“You lie, you murdhering rogues!” I cried; “ye curséd, 
thieving crew ! 

The heaven should sooner fall than I would tell who is 
who!” 

XVI. 

By me sowl! ’twould do you good to see how Massey filed, 


_- Knocking Joseph Judas down, and breakin’ Vaughan’s head ; 


My blood was up—right an’ left I let my knock-downs fly— 
“ Hurroo! a boy of the Malones did never yet say ‘ die !’ 


XViL. 
Hurroo!” I shouted, “come, ye thieves! come try a bout 
again ! 
Hurroo for a Republic! an’ hurroo for gallant Spain ! 
Hurroo for gallant Rossa! an’ hurroo for brave Rick Burke! 
To h—l with ev’ry peeler, an’ their mane an’ dirty work! 


XVIII. 
Hurroo for dear old Ireland—breaking from the Saxon’s 
thrall ! 
Hurroo for every Faynian—hurroo, boys, for them all! 
Hurroo for Captain Mackay! hurroo !—but, in a crack, 
The thieves all tripped me from behind, an’ stretched me on 
my back. 
RIX 
They strapped me on a sthretcher—but I made the whole 
place ring 
With “ Hurroo is dear old Ireland, an’ Jamie for her 
king! ” 
They tuk me off to Millbank, London follow’d in our train, 
To see the wicked Fenian who'd have Stephens back again. 
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xX 

They tuk me ’fore Sir Henry ; the charge was, ‘‘ bein’ tight, 

An’ kickin’ up a ruction in the highway overnight.” 

He discharged me, with a caution which, to me, seemed 
very plain— 

“ That ke hadn’t no iday of Jamie coming back again.” 

De. 08 

Bad luck attend ye, night an’ day!” I muttered through 
my teeth, 

As I left the dock an’ made my way into the streeth. 

The boys, with friendly hands grasped mine, an’ Biddy 
clutched me tight— 

Since we were wed the colleen had ne’er spent so drear a 


night. 
XXII. 
Oh, cairn Thierns faith! you are a buzzom friend of 
mine ; 
But, what the d—1 prompted you to write that thrayson 
line ? 


If Biddy lays a-holt of you, she'll break your collar-bone, 
For injury done her lord (that’s me) your servant— 


Jhike Malone. 


—————_p—_——__ 


CRAYON. Le 
Wen yes ; he hopped in and out, in a sort of a way 


That such conduct seemed strange—so Ive heard 

people say. 

*‘ Not more strange,’ quoth a friend, “than the way he 
used cozen ; 

His poor Saxon-thrall’d countrymen by the dozen. 

And his dodging to rise to a journalist’s fame, 

While the poor wretch could hardly (truth) write his own 
name. 
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CUl BONO. 


I. 
I») Y Convamore the woods were hoar, 
HL And wild waves wander’d free 
Through Cappoquin, with laugh and din, 
To Youghal on the sea. 
i 
The lowlands all were saffron hued, 
Bright blossomed the white thorn 
On hedge-rows green—a fairy scene— 
That dear glad Sabbath morn! 
III. 
That Sabbath morn, my love and I, 
Through dingle and through dell, 
Gather’d wreaths of sweet wild flowers, 
The larkspur and blue-bell. 
IV. 
The daisy pied, and red red rose, 
The yarrow and wild thyme.— 
Flowers and love-thrall, I left you all, 
Fame’s rugged steeps to climb. 
% % % * % 
Hea vi 
Round Villierstown the woods are brown, 
The leaves from every tree 
Are taking flight*with winds to-night, 
Winds blowing t’wards the sea. 
vi. 
Poor leaves! ye, too, would see the world : 
Well, go—perhaps ’tis fate— 
Its glittering show brings joy, I trow, 
And sorrow, when too late. 
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ST, PATRIGK’S DAY. 


I. 
f\\ LL HAIL, bright orient splendour !—to my soul this 
2&2, morn you're bringing 
Fond and happy visions of the dear departed years ; 
Hover round me wrath-like forms !—in my brain are 
voices ringing,— 
They bring memories recalling sad and bitter tears. 
I. 
Yes! memories of Ireland—that I left in grief behind me,— 
In the light of which the present, with its pleasures, 
turneth pale. : 
Even great and strong excitements ever surging cannot bind 
me, 
A boy once more, I tread the hills of dear old Innisfail ! 
Il. 
Exiled grandeurs shall not tempt me! take away your 
proffer’d graces— 
I pant for disenthralment from these golden gyves— 
away ! 
You worshippers of mammon! and you double-meaning faces, 
Let me wear in peace my trefoil, this dear holy Patrick’s 


day. 
Iv. 
I would wear in peace my shamrock,—I mind me well the 
morning 


When I pluck’d it, green with beauty, by old Chae 
storied shore ; 
Ah, me! what hopes, dear Gerald, all the future was 
adorning ! 
The golden hours, now vanished, shall I ever see them 
more ? 
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v. 
Oh, well I’ve loved you, Ireland, all your wild and holy 
beauty ! 
My childhood vow’d to win for you that glorious emprize, 
Freedom !—and its attainment still, was all my, manhood’s 


duty— 
Spite the dungeon and the gibbet—despite the worldly 
wise. 
Vi. 
They called it ‘‘ treason” —manacles and jeers they flung 
around me; 


“ Fools!” I cried, “despite your chains, my soul’s 
untramell’d yet !” 
I called to mind the years gone by—my sainted mother 


found me 
Vowing vengeance in the future, for my murdered father’s 
death. 
VII. 
He fell! the curséd yeomen track’d him o’er the mountain 
heather ; 
For, with a true man’s longing, he went out in Ninety- 
‘eight! 
’Gainst fearful odds, ’ve heard them say, his pikemen kept 
together, 


Giving back the invader blow for blow and hate for hate. 


VIII. 
He fell !—his fate nerves hearts to-day to glorious emulation ! 
In thrilling songs and ballads have our minstrels hymn’d 
his fame, 
How with strong heart and arm he sought to make our land 
a NATION ; 
Oh! for aye, be bliss denied if I’m unworthy of his 


name,— 
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IX. 
*Mid the stir and roar of London, of you, Motherland, ’m 
dreaming,— 
What, though leagues of land and sea divide us, Erin, 
home of mine !— 
Your shamrock-spangled vallies and your heathery hills are 
gleaming 
With brightness rare and brilliant on my memory’s glad 


sunshine. 
Xx. 


Weary and sad have been the hours since from your shores 
I parted,— . 
Oh, from its raven blackness time has silvered all my hair ; 
What boots it—through the vista of the past a boy light- 
hearted, 
I climb the rugged Graltees, with my soul untouched by 
care. 
xf, 
There, see! good Master Gerald, where we placed our 
mimic cannon, 
Yonder is the golden valley, where we saw the Saxons flee ; 
Afar off in the distance flows the kingly storied Shannon, 
Where oft we’ve dreamed of Freedom—Gerald Beets 
you and me. 
XII. 
There’s the pleasant Suir, dear Gerald, where we drank in 
all the glory,— 
Of that fight where Essex’s legions before Gallaglach and 
Kerne, 
Choked up broad Toomalemic with their corpses—ah, the 
story ! 
Great Heaven! how to emulate Sir Phelim we did 


yearn. 
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XIU. 
Oh, the golden days in Ireland ! ah, the sweet sweet pleasant 
dreaming! . 
My heart’s tide throbs exultant while their memories hold ° 
sway ;— 
As fancy mirrors back the past with all its glories gleaming, 
Here’s to Ireland! Mother Ireland! this holy Patrick’s 
day. 


eee ey ee 


THE LAST REQUEST. 


INSCRIBED TO WILLIAM HOGAN, ESQ.* 
Air—The Coulin.+ 


16 
“* SA) HAREST friend of my soul, when from life I shall 
) part,— 
When the grave shall have still’d the wild throbs of my 
heart— 
Oh, my last fondest wish is, in death I might rest 
With the dust of my sires, in the land of the West! 


Il. 

I have borne the foe’s thraldom—no murmur or sigh 
Have they e’er heard me utter,—then, friend, when I die, 
Bear me back to the land which my soul lovdd the best— 
Oh, the land of fair women and brave men—the West!” 


Il. 
It was thus prayed poor Darragh, whilst Death, standing 
nigh, 
Was preparing to hush the lone captive’s sad sigh.— 
Bear him back to the land which his soul loved the best! 
_ The land of his heart’s love—the West! boys, the West! 


* A noble-hearted Irishman, a resident of Birmingham, England. 
+ An couljin. { Alias Thompson. 
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CORK’S OWN, 


Air—Paddies Evermore. 
1, 
() H! I’m a girl of Cork’s own town, 
I love the dear old land ! 
And sure not for all the world’s wealth 
I’d give my heart or hand, 
To any cruching, crawling slave 
The OLD CAUSE who’d disown, 
And stand not up for Ireland ! 


Like the Boys of Cork’s own town. 
II. 
While some other towns are talking, 


And lack the HOLY worK ! 
True men are up and working well! 

In glorious Rebel Cork : 
The tyrant’s threats are no avail, 

They scorn the Saxon crown, 
Heavens! how my young heart cottons 


To the boys of Cork’s own town. 
III. 
May Saint Bridget, bless the Radders /— 


Ah! girls, may we soon see 

The boys again out on the hills, 
The dear old land to free! 

The dear old land to free again— 
The red rag to pull down, 

While every man of freedom’s van, 
Is a boy of Cork’s own town. 


IV. 
Oh, God’s blessings on the Cork boys, 
Would Ireland had their ikes— 
Ay, to go like them a-raiding, 
For rifles and for pikes : 


festa) 
Ox 
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“To live like each, still uncaring, 
The Saxon’s chain or frown, 
And meet death, the Saxons daring, 
Like a boy of Cork’s own town. 
A he Pe ees 


THE SURPRISE. 


ii 
On ! stop boys—give o’er Mac—the Peelers, by jabers ! 
Run out, Andy Moran, and look down the boreen ; 
Where’s the old greasy pack ?—sit peaceable, neighbours— 
_ Slide away all the pikes, and—furl up the Old Green !— 
Holy Moses! ’tis lucky Cauth gave us warning ; 
God bless the sweet colleen—oh, ye d—s be quick ! 
Strew the hiding-place with them fine mealy praties, 
And tell bowld Phcenix Cleary he must cut his stick — 
If. 
Here, Patsy, bring over Brigdeen’s cloak and bonnet, 
Aunty Moll, from Shanballa, we’ll make Captain Mac ; 
Come strip, my bold Yankee—my curse be upon it, 
Brighdeen’s cloak will not reach down the half of his back ; 
Och, wrap round his long legs Peggy’s petticoat brown ; 
Let him lie on the settle, “‘ the sickness she’s got, 
A lump of a faver, that is catching,” you'll say, 
That’s in case their inquiries should grow rather hot.— 
III. 
That will do, you infarnal, don’t smother the boy— 
Oh! Patsy, is it tricks we’re in need of just now? 
Folly on, and the Peelers may add to your joy— 
By Heaven! they’re down in the valley below! 
Bedad, see, boys, who is with them—shades of the dead ! 
But I thought so—Kit Moran, the murdhering thief. 
By my soul, Mister Moran, sure as to-morrow, 
For this you'll sup sorrow, it is my firm belief.— 
D2 
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IV. 

Now shuffle the cards and deal out, Paddy Clancy, 

There, you will take for your partners Cautheen and Shaun ; 
And I’ll have Dick Farrell and Pat’s sister, Nancy, . 

Whilst big Randall O’Hara and Jerry M‘Carn 
Gets up’a dispute about the knave and the ace. 

There, see—hide that six-shooter, boys, under the pot ; 
Thrust Captain Mac’s sabre away in the old thatch— 

Och, what is it, he says, is so tarnashun hot? 


Vv. 
There’s diamonds, Cautheen, made for ladies to wear ;— 


Now, Shaun, look to your hand, don’t you mind Nancy’s 
eyes | . 
By my sowl I won’t have it—my trump, sure, was there ; 
Do you think for the sake of a game I’d tell lies P— 
There, now, was I not right P—oh, by Heaven I was! 
Och, bedad, there’s the peelers, and loudly they bawl, 
“Come, open the door there !”— Why, of course, sirs, we will— 
An’ bad luck to each black mother’s son of ye all !— 


VI. 
How does your honour ?—ah! sit down, Captain Casey ; 


"Tis finely you’re looking—the Almighty be praised !— _ 
Ah, Patsy, you devil, have manners, stop easy ; | 
God betune us and harm, why the imp’s surely crazed— 
Oh, don’t, Captain, darling, the “ sickness ”’ is on her, 
Hush—stad anish, Paudeen*—and be aisy, I pray, 
Oh! what would Miss Barry, the gauger’s fine daughter, 


Be saying, had her Buck the black faver to-day ? 
Vil. 
Yow’re goin’—what’s that ?—fetch the priest, Paddy Chey ! 


As sure as a gun that’s my aunty’ s death moan !— 


They’re gone, and the curse of the crows be upon them 
Every day that their eyes sees a stick or a stone !— 


* Stop easy, Patsy. 
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Get up, Captain Mac, call the boys to attention ; 
Thady, run, and bid bowld Phenix Cleary remain— 
* Where’s Patsy ?”’—Ne’er mind, Mac, but pledge me, ma 


douchal, 
Here’s “ The hour that we'll meet the black peelers 
again |” 
NA LY SSE eer 
MILLY MAY. 


i¥ 
PACE my lonely room to-night.— 

if Reflected on my lattice-pane, 

Is all the city’s garish light— 

What boot/s it—I recall again 
emories of Milly May ; 
My Milly of the golden hair— 
My Milly, beautiful and fair— 
Fair and peerless, Milly May! 


Its 

Ah! dream you, Milly May, of him 

Now musing in this lonely room ? 
Who, as the shadows grow more dim, 

And blacker tints enfold the gloom ; 

Fair and fond young Milly May !— 

Through all the black and dreary past, 
Sees a bright spell that could not last— 


Out of Heaven, Milly May. 
eae 
Oh, fool! to tread the thorny ways 


That elevates a fallen race ; 
For sleepless nights, lab’rious days, 
I’ve earned the envy of the base. 
Was it for this, Milly May, 
I left the dear haunts of my youth— 
The haunts of friendship and of truth— 
Beauty and love, Milly May ? 
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Iv. 
See! spectre-like, amid the gloom, 
There stands my yet unfinish’d “ Faun,” 
“The Gladiator ’waits his doom,” 
And “ Christ upon the Cross at Dawn,” 
My brain’s creations, Milly May— 
Have won me wealth, and power, and fame, 
What I have thirsted for—a name ! 
You they’ve lost me, Milly May. 
Vv. 
You lost !—upon my soul’s a cloud, 
Musing on departed years. 
I'll mingle with the surging crowd ; 
Fear not—they shall not see my tears,— 
They'll flow no more, Milly May ; 
Many a night, in deep unreast, | 
The agony within my breast 
Dried up their wells, Milly May. 


ee ey ee 


MY. ANNIE FAIR. 


r 


wee far across the sea, 
yt4; Where Oavore* wanders free, 
Thro’ vale and dale, careering like a child wuntouch’d by 
care ; 
By Cawrn Thierna’s ¥ shore, 
Dwells she whom I adore, 
My pearl of pearls! my girl of girls! my Annie young 


and fair. 


\ 


* 


* Oavore. Anglice—Blackwater (the Avonduff of Spenser). 
+ Cairn Thierna. One of a range of hills that incloses the yalley of 
the Blackwater, co. Cork. 
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II. 
Her neck’s like Ceanabhan, 
Her lips like Monadhan, 
In wild luxuriant tresses of rich gold, hangs her hair, 
Oh! wander where I will, 
Her image haunts me still, 
She is the flower of woman-kind! is Annie young and fair. 
III. 
Oh! woe betide the day, 
I wander’d far away, 
For then unfurrow’d was my brow, unsilver’d all my hair, 
This striving after gold, 
- Has made me look quite old, 
But my heart’s still full of love, for Annie young and fair. 
. Lee es 
And will for evermore ; 
H’en on that mystic shore, 
My soul bereft of all this weary dark corroding care,— 
On wings of love and light, 
EHarthwards shall take its flight, 
To hold sweet commune with thine own, my Annie young 


; and fair. 
¥ 


I mingle with the crowd, 
I hear their laughter loud, 
Gay men and women pass me by, they know not my despair ! 
This grief that wrings my heart ; 
Oh, God! why did’st THov part 
Me from the lov’d one of my soul—my Annie young and fair. 


VI. 
Were mine rich store of gold, 
Or gems of wealth untold, 
Oh, freely, with a heart and half, with her, my all I’d share. 
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My own, my darling wife ! 
My love, my more than life! 
Dear mother of my boy and girl—my Annie young and fair. 


VII. 
His mother’s blue-eyed boy, 


My girl her father’s joy,— 

Would some geni’s gift were mine, to-night I’d hie me where, 
O’er leagues of land and sea, 
They watch the hours for me, 

This Trinity of love—my boy, my girl, my Annie fair! 

VIII. 
May saints and angels bright, 
~ Watch o’er them, day and night ; 
May Mary, Virgin Mother, ever keep them in her care! 


God! exiled here I call, 
Be Tuov father over all, 


Oh, guard and guide my babies, and my Annie young and 


fair ! 
————-—————— 


NOT DEADY 
im 

VHEY said that she was dead,* that gleamings of the 
2% olden oa 

Spirit, which roused the ire of O’Donnell and O’Neil— 
That woke the minstrel fire of the bardic Gaedlian, 

And bore our arms triumphant thro’ Danish ranks of steel, 
Was dying, dead, or vanquish’d, never more to waken ; 

That no more our chivalry a halo ’round would shed ; 
That Ireland’s Right and Ireland’s Might the gods had all 
forsaken— . 

Like the harp of Tara’s Hall, lay number’d with the dead ! 


* Yet I do not give up the country. I see her ina swoon, but she is 
not dead; though in her tomb she lies helpless and motionless, still there 
is on her lips a spirit of life, and on her cheek a glow of beauty—GRA?TTAN. 
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Ii. 
Dead, for ever dead !—that the muse of Davis slumbered, 
And men, not great as they of old, within our ranks were 
seen ; 
That Irish nationalty with by-gone dreams was numbered ! 
They, foo exulting, pointed to the red above the green !— 


“ Dead, and gone!” they shouted—invoking Heaven to 
ban us,— 
Ah me! little they dream’d from God our hate of them 
was fed— 


That we'd sworn by our latest dead—our glorious M‘Manus— 
Again to place our Irish Green above their pirate red ! 


III. 
They said that she was dead—our heart’s fond recollection 
Was of the land we'd left behind—Ireland, brave and leal. 
** Tf dead,” we said, “ let’s pledge Hzr, a glorious resurrec- 
tion ! 
Fill the wine cups to her rising—be the invocation STEEL!” 
Then Ireland’s true-men filled the cups, and shouted boldly— 
Though Columbia’s vallies, did their rallying slogan fly,— 
Rousing to action hearts before that throbb’d so coldly ; 
Now in brotherhood they’ve sworn to conquer, or to die. 
IV. 
They said that she was dead ; but, to his home returning, 
One who in youth had battled for our darling flag of 
Green ! 
* Touching what seem’d to all a lifeless form—the burning 
Patriot streams through Erin ran true as e’er had been ; 
Streams of holy faith in Ireland as a Natron! 
Rising, like the phcenix, from the sacrificial pyre— 
Bursting to light and joyance from her long probation— 
Her freedom won with rifles wielded well by son and 


sire. 


1 
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vs 
They said that she was dead.— At freedom’s thrilling 
numbers 
She wakes to life and beauty, empress of the golden west. 
It needed but His magic touch to waken from their 
slumbers | 
Fion’s enchanted warriors, waitmg in. their armour 
dressed. 
Behold! the gloom has gone, while the clouds, so long 
foreboding, 
Is vapour-like, dissolving at the approach of Ivreland’s 
sun. : 
Hurrah! our bark has braved the storm—she’s passed the 
dark Lafoden— 3 
She rights!—she’s o’er the dangerous bar! 
haven’s won ! 
Sept. 15, 1865. 


joy! the 


web ME ek 


WAITING, 


Scene.—A new settlement in one of the Western States of America. In 
the interior ofa ‘“‘new block” a woman is discovered at her household 
duties. A little boy is seen at the door—which is ajar—about to’go 
out as if to meet some one. Near the hearth is a babe’s cot, thé clothes 
of which are being tossed about by’a little lady, who seems as if she 
would prefer something more substantial than the high-sounding title 
which her mother is bestowing upon her. 


* 


I. 
ie out, Willie, darling, and see if your father 
Ly, Is coming—the bell should have rang, child, ere 
now,— \ 

He'll be tired and weary ; but when he’ll see Willie 

His step will be lighter, and prouder his brow. 
I'll pile on the logs, till they blaze away merrily, 

A making'the kettle-sing songs full of glee !— 
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Oh, hush baby, darling ! your father is coming ; 
Soon, love, you will sit, like a queen, on his knee! 
Oh, hush, baby, darling ! 
Your father is coming ; 
Soon, love, you will sit, 
Like a queen, on his knee. 
II. 
Long years have passed by since we left dear old Ireland— 
Oh, God! shall we see her green fields ever more P— 
Flung out on the road by the black-hearted stranger, 
We have made us a home on Columbia’s shore. 
Here no lordling’s frown comes to darken God’s sun- 
light ; ; 
*Tis here all are wealthy, contented, and free !— 
Oh, hush, baby, darling! your father is coming ; 
Soon, love, you will sit, like a queen, on his knee. 
Oh, hush, baby, darling! 
Your father is coming ; 
Soon, love, you will sit, 
Like a queen, on his knee. 


III. 
They’re coming—I hear Willie’s sweet little prattle, 
_ Ah, dear! to my Donal’s our darling first-born,— 
He tells him of Ireland, and sings the old ballads 
That taught our brave fathers the Saxons to scorn. 
Now, rainy and rough sets the long winter’s evening : 
Without blows the wind over mountain and lea.— 
- Oh, hush, baby, darling! your father is coming ; 
Soon, love, you will sit, like a queen, on his knee. 
Oh, hush, baby, darling ! 
Your father is coming ; 
Soon, love, you will sit, enh 
Like a queen, on his knee. 


4 
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THE DARLING COLLEENS. 
Atr— Donnelly and Cooper. 


i 
if || HE Irish girls are beautiful! 
24, Go search the world around, 
From East to West, and I’! be bound, 
Their equals can’t. be found. 
My heart goes jumping up and down, 
When me they look upon ; 
For they are the darling colleens, 


And I love them every one! 
II. 
Oh! some have eyes of sable jet— 


And more have eyes of blue— 


But each one has a heart to love, 


And never prove untrue. 
I curse the hour I left the land, 
Their bright eyes shine upon ; 
For they are the darling colleens, 


And I love them every one! 
III. 
Oh, England, with your daughters fair, 


I’ve spent some pleasant hours ; 
Ah! but England, your women are 
Not half so fine as ours. . - 

They are not half as fine as ours ; 
No! by Athlone’s big gun! 
They can’t bate the darling colleens, 


That I’m loving every one. 
IV 


_I will soon set sail for Treland:; 


Oh, there my heart clings yet ; 
Long sad years of weary exile, 
Can’t make me e’er forget. 
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Forget !—oh no, I never will, 
Till life’s sands are outrun. 

Fill, boys !—‘ To her darling colleens! ” 
For I love them every one. 


Vi 


Good luck attend you, night and day, 
You charming Irish girls ! 

For all the gold the world would hold, 
Don’t wed the Saxon churls Ari 

They hate your land, they hate your race ; 
So, girls, their company shun. 

For you are the darling colleens ! 
And I love you every one. 


THE WELCOME. 


i: 
‘1 aos ! welcome, Connor Brian, from their 
ul dungeons and their chains, 
Welcome back to dear old Ireland—welcome to her hills 
and plains ! 
Oh, proudly do I greet you, for the lightning in your eye 
Tells me, though their chains were round you, yet their 
wrath you did defy! 
is 


Welcome! welcome back, ma bouchal ! welcome back, astore 
machree ! : 

As the summer to the farmer, so you’re welcome back to me ; 

Oh, my heart has panted for you all the years you were 
away, 

But you’re come back, and I greet you as the watcher grécts 
the day ! 
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III. 
Let me look upon you, darling! let me press you to my 
heart ! 
Oh, say again, avich, those words, from me more you'll 
never part ! 
Thank God! thank God you’re with me—and adhd Tm 
wither’d, old, and grey, 
Mavourneen, my heart with love for you is young again 
to-day.— 
IV. 


Can you call to mind that day, aroon, that day of hope and 
pride— 

When a thousand tall pikes glitter’d on old Ballyhoura’s 
side, 

As you rode along their level lines, what brave shouts rent — 
the gale— 

How we'd drive the curséd Saxon from our daring Innisfail ? 

v. 

And dar’d they, oh, my Connor, when they failed with scorn 

and gibe, 


To offer your brave father’s son, their curséd yellow bribe ? 
But you spurned it, oh, you did, child !—When they brought 
the news to me, 


I told them—proudly told them—that a stag you’d never 
be! 
VI. 
You ask me, Connor Brian, where are Kate and Bess to-day ? 


Where’s the little black-eyed colleen dhas* that stole your 
heart away ? 

What’s become of Phelim Brady ?—where’s your kinsman, 
Shaun M‘Hugh ? 

Whither on the hill-side wanders Captain Art, the brave 
and true P 


* Pretty girl. 
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VII. 
Look, ma,bouchal*—look there—yonder, where the haw-tree , 
blossoms best, B 
Half in shadow, half'in sunshine—there your Eily is at rest ! 
Like some bright beauteous flower, wich, of pure unsullied 
worth,— 
Your Eily bloomed a little while, and passed away from 


earth ! 
VIII. 


The colleen for your absence pined and fretted many a day, 
"T'was when the winter winds blew keen she passed from us 


away ; 

Sorrow not, my Connor Brian, let not tears your eyes 
now stain— 

With the blessed Virgin Mary, sure, you'll meet your love 
again. 


; De 
Your, sister Kate, my Connor, sought a home in the far 


West ; 

She left this Isle of sorrow, when her brother’s footsteps 
press’d 

The deck of England’s convict ship, and Bessy broke her 
heart 

When she saw above the city’s gates the bleeding head of 

Art. | 


be 

For fearless Captain Art, my boy, was basely sold, I ween, 

When the tyrant’s pirate banner triumphed. o’er our holy 
green ; 

But we knew, and clutch’d the traitor—oh! ’twould glad 
your heart to see 

His dastard’s life-blood streaming down the ae of the 
free. 


* My boy. 
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XI, 


Bold Phelim Brady died—ay, as our brave race can ever die— 

For the weal of dear Old Ireland—never quailed his eagle eye ! 

They called him—ay! a “ murderer’”—but the cowards sure 
they lied, 

It was for FREEDOM and OxD IRELAND brave Phelim Brady 


died ! 
Bee a 


Pile the hearth with bog-oak splinters, let M‘Hugh and big 
Tom Moore > 

Give the weary, millea failthas—tell them open wide the 
door— 


Call in the kind, dear neighbours, and tell old blind Ned 
M‘Gee, | 
Hearts are breaking now to see him put his chaunter on his 
knee. 
XIII. 
And sure when the boys and colleens trip it to some merry 
lay— i . 
You will dance with me one jig, vich—sure I’m young again 
to-day !— 

And you'll sing me some brave ballad of the good old days 
of yore, 

When the Saxon’s curséd footsteps were unknown upon our 
shore! 

XIV. 

But you’re welcome back, my brave boy, welcome back! 
astore machree ! 

As the watcher greets the morning, so take greeting, boy, 
from me ; 

Oh, my heart has panted for you all the years you were away, 

But you’re come back—you’re welcome as the blooming 
flowers of May! 


~ 
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OUR WORK. 
I. 
(i: aie work we've got to do, boys, 
SH, Needs sinew, thew, and brain ; 
Our rank and file must be, boys, 
Men !—men without a stain— 
Brave men, to do and dare, boys, 
Ay, men to Ireland true.— 


We want no knaves or slaves, boys, 
For what we’ve got to do. 


TL, 
The work we’ve got to do, boys, 
The heritage of those. 
Whose proudest boast was dying, 
Curs’d England’s deadly foes ; 
And we hate on as fierce, boys, 
Like them, we’re yearning too, 
To die or live as freemen ! 
So Irishmen should do. 


III. 
Look back upon the past, boys, 


With pride we call our own 
Fitzgerald, Allen, Emmet, Orr, 
O’Brien, and Wolfe Tone! 
And all the proud array, boys, 
That dared the Saxon crew, 
For Ireland and for freedom, boys, 
Again their work we'll do.— 
IV. 
Ah me! ’tis holy work, boys, 
This winning back our own, 
God’s wrath light on the knave, boys, 
Who'd, dastard-like, disown 
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Allegiance to our darling Green! 
And hatred to the crew, 

Who seek by bribes to thwart, boys, 
The work we've got to do. 


Vv. 
Oh, bleeding Mother Ireland, 
Sore is thy meed to-day ; 
Knaves fatten while thou’rt dying, 
Their trade is thy decay. 
But rouse thee, oh my country ! 
Around are still the few, : 
In banded might, the foe to smite, 
And work while work’s to do. 
VI. 
Come forth, oh mien of Ireland ! 
We'll make our lives sublime ; 
Come, wield your strength for Ireland, 
Delay’s a sin, a crime. 
Be men, oh youth of Ireland ! 
We toilers wait for you ; 
The time is nearing for the work— 
We’ve each our share to do. 


—_—_—@—— 


DONAL DHU. 


i 

¢ H! God be with you, Donal Dhu, 
\ Wherever you may stray, old man ; 
Though years have pass’d since last we met, 

Forget you, sure, I never can. \ 
Your love for our poor Motherland, 

Was manly, hearty, brave, and true ; 
Your hatred for her Saxon foes, 

Was hate, indeed, my Donal Dhu! 
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Ah me! in story and in song, 

We pass’d the happy summer’s day, 
And when the sun sunk in the West, 

Our thoughts went wand’ring far away ; 
For one had come—an outlaw’d one ! 

And brought us news of gallant men, 
Banded in brotherhood,—ay, sworn 

To die, or raise the Green again. 


III. 
To raise the Green !—Oh, how my heart 
Throbs wildly, Donal, to this day ! 
*Twas you, old man, who train’d my soul 
To hate the Saxon tyrant’s sway. 
Thank God, that hate is burning still— 
In chains defiant—Donal Dhu! 
May Heaven rain curses on my head, 
When to the Green I prove untrue ! 
IV. 
We parted.—I, to manhood grown, 
Toil’d in the stranger’s land for bread ; 
Ah! Donal, oft the big salt tears 
For thou and my lost home were shed. 
But, dreaming oft, my boyhood’s dream, 
The routed foemen I pursue 
Through wild Blackwater’s flowery vales, 
And Galtee’s hills, my Donal Dhu! 
v. 
Oh! Donal Dhu, those memories dear 
Do nerve me in my need to-day, 
To bear these chains and still be strong ; 
While pass before me, in array, 


D1 
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The great O’Donnells and O’Neills 

Who made the Norman robbers quail ; 
And Cahal, of the bloody hand! 

The warrior king of Inisfail ! 

VI. 

Do you remember, Donal Dhu, 

My Mary, of the golden hair ? 
From Ceim-an-eich* to Galteymore, 

Few with my colleen could compare. 
Her neck was like the Ceanbahn 

That blooms on Cairn Thierna’s hill— 
Great God! how sad that, coffinless, 

She, dead—a pauper’s grave should fill. 


VII. 
Oh, Donal! sure, I dream’d last night 
My mother look’d from Heaven above ; 
A radiance bright around her shone, 
And her pale face was lit with love. 
She spoke: ‘Tis well, my child!” she said ; 
“Twas thus your gallant fathers won 
The martyr’s crown, for Ireland’s sake ! 
Hate on, and shame them not, my son.”— 
VIII. 
T will not shame them, Donal Dhu, 
The despot’s arts are all in vain ; 
His scaffold’s terrors shall not daunt 
Our sons to raise her flag again. 
That dear old flag! that hallowed flag! 
That glory of our land’s great dead! 
Oh, Donal Dhu, the hour draws nigh, 
. To raise it once more o’er the red !— 


* Ceim-an-cich (the path of the wild deer), co. Cork. 
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IX, 

My gaolers tell me, Donal Dhu, 

Their bloody rag is waving still— 
A blighting curse on tower and keep. 

Christ God! my veins to bursting fill, 
To think the vow, I made in youth, 

Is not fulfill’d—that Ireland’s green! 
That Ireland’s right! and Ireland’s truth! 


Low trampled ’neath its folds are seen. 
xX 


Oh, Donal Dhu, the summer’s sun, 
The lark’s sweet song, the thrush’s lay, 
The music of the mountain stream, 
The whisp’rings of the mountain fay, 
Are mine no more; the dungeon’s gloom 
Hides me from Heaven’s arch of blue ; 
But, Christ be praised! their arts but serve 
To nurse more hate, my Donal Dhu. 
XI. 
Hen now my spirit pants to shout 
The thund’ring war-cry of our race ; 
And summon Kerne and Galowglach, 
Green Hrin’s thraldom to efface ; 
Or die, as died the good and true— © 
First trampling on our country’s foe ; 
For such a death, old Donal Dhu, 


-God’s Heaven hereafter ’'d forego !— | 
XII. 
Then God be with you, Donal Dhu, 


Wherever you may stray, old man! 
Though years have passed since last we met, 

Forget you, sure, I never can ; 
Your love for our poor Motherland 

Was manly, hearty, brave, and true! 
Your hatred for her Saxon foes 

Was hate, indeed, old Donal Dhu! 
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PHESVANITHE E; 
Air—The White Cockade. 


I. 
l [ ET some go praise dark eyes of blue, 
J4) Whilst others golden ringlets woo, 
Oh, dearer far, than all to me 

Is Ireland’s pride, the Vanithee !* 

The Vanithee! the Vanithee! 
God’s blessings on the Vanithee ! 
Were I a king, a queen should be, 
Old Ireland’s pride, the Vanithee. 


II. 
When winter nights were cold and long, 


Who cheer’d our hearts with jest and song, 
Till laughter shook the old roof-tree ? 
Oh, who but Ireland’s Vanithee ! 


III. 
Who taught her sons dear Ireland’s Farru, 


Despite the Saxon tyrant’s hate, 
And when they swore our land to free, 
Bless’d their resolve —brave Vanithee ! 


IV. 
Who oft, on feast 0’ Hallowe’en, 
Made glad the hearty of each colleen, 
And burn’d the nuts P—‘ He’ll cross the sea, 
And she'll get wed!” said Vanithee.— 


v. 
"Twas sad, from Hrin’s hills to part ; 


But, oh! what mostly broke my heart, 
And made it grief, exiled to be, 
Was parting with the Vanithee. 


Vantthee—Anglice. Housewife. It is nearly time the Jrish learned 
the Irish language. 
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VI. 
Oh, fill we to the brim each cup, 


Come, froth it up, boys, froth it up : 

Here’s “‘ Ireland o’er the deep blue sea!” 

And, Ireland’s pride, “ The Vanithee !” 
The Vanithee! the Vanithee! 
God’s blessings on the Vanithee ! 
Were I a king, a queen should be, 
Old Ireland’s pride, the Vanithee. 


alte Bo soay Q ee 


THADY’S GONE AWAY. 


A PEASANT GIRL’S SONG. 


I. 
WJHIS harvest eve, all wildly, 
2, Glad Nature holds high revelry ; 
Mavrone ! there’s nought of joy for me. 
With care I’m growing old; 
To me ’tis winter since the day ; 
Bound for the North Americay— 
My Thady cross’d the briny say, 
To win both fame and gold. 
Oh! he was plazing to the sight, 
Raiding for arms was his delight. 
Ullulu! ulla, ullula !— 
My heart’s broke since Thady went away. 


ae 

At goal, or throwing of the ball, 
My Thady, sure, outrival’d all— 
Even the ladies at the “ hall” 

Admired my Thady, dear. 
Oh, you might search all Ireland’s ground,— 
Bedad ! you’d search the world around, 
From east to west, and I’d be bound 

You couldn’t find his peer. 
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Oh, he could dance the ‘‘ Light Moneen,” 
And toast ‘The Red below the Green!” 
Ullulu! ulla ullula !— 

My heart’s broke since Thady went away. 

III. 
He chased the red-coats off the hill, 
He gave the hireling ‘‘ Royals” their fill, 
Through all he was a rebel still, 
And Irish to the core. 
His grandsire fell in Ninety-eight, 


And, morning, noon, and evening late, 


He vowed he would avenge his fate, 
Or leave the Shamrock shore. 
He’s gone; but he'll return again, 
With good and true men in his train. 
Ullulu! ulla, ullula !— 
My heart’s broke since Thady went away. 
IV. 
May all kind saints, and angels bright, 
Watch o’er my bouchal day and night, 
Saint Bridget keep for aye in sight, 
The apple of my eye! 
My love! my light! my soul! my more 
Than life! my Thady, dhas astore ! 
My Fenian boy, who, o’er and o’er, 
Swore that he’d lift on high 
The Fraa for which Lord Edward died, 
And Wolf Tone yielded up life’s tide. 
Ullulu! ulla, ullula !— 
My heart’s broke since Thady went away. 
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THESPOLISHITATIHER, 
ti 
eat ARK unto the ery, “To arms! to arms!” 
ie Arise, my son, we must away ! 
tne ea » my ’ y 
Shall we, inglorious, stay behind, 
While tyrants o’er our homes hold sway ? 
For freedom fell—in days gone by— 
Our gallant sires, the bold and free! 
And, while our land needs hearts and hands, 
Shall we, their sons, degenerate be ? 
; LL. 
Say, shall we crouch beneath the lash ? 
My noble boy—my gallant son— 
The Cossack’s tread is heard once more, 
Our vales and green hill sides upon. 
Say, does the blood of Poland’s braves, 
Unrufiled, through our hearts’ veins flow’? 
Say, does the spirit live that erst 
Struck terror to the Moslem foe ? 
Iit. 
What visions throb upon my brain, 
When memory from the past recalls 
That day, when Turk and Infidel 
Fled wildly from Vienna’s walls ; 
Or gory Cracow’s crimson plain, 
Where our brave Dombrouski bled.— 
To arms! arise, we will not shame 
The memory of the glorious dead! 


IV. 
Away !—I hear our martyr’d onzs 


Speak to us from their bloody graves ; 
They bid us to the fight repair, 
And burst the thrall that binds us slaves. 
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And, should we fall in freedom’s cause, 
My son, a glorious fate ’*t would be, 

To live in hearts that dare be bold, 
Our names the war-cry of the free. 


EES eA SEE SES 


ASTORE MACHREE. 
Air—The Bells of Shandon. 
Te 
Wil ITH fondest yearning my heart’s returning 
val To Erin’s Isle, o’er the western brine. 
Where Banna’s flowing thro’ vallies glowing— 
Where Banna’s beauties in grandeur shine— 
There dwells a maiden, 
With charms o’erladen !|— 
Oh, earth or Aiden hath nought like thee! 
My charming Mary, some hearts may vary, 
But mine is constant, astore machree ! 
Il. 
Ah me! this maiden hath charms so laden— 
Near should she wander, stranger beware— 
Her eyes, what lustre !—her tresses cluster 
A’down her neck, that’s than snow more fair !— 
Oh, ne’er a maiden, 
In earth or Aiden, 
My darling fair one, can equal thee. 
Sure, thy witching eyes would to high emprise 
Nerve the coldest bosom, astore machree. 
III. 
In Banna’s bowers, in happy hours, — 
My fancy wove many a vision fair,— 
Bright forms, airy—ah, many a fairy, 
My brain’s ideals, thrilled my day-dream there. 
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But ne’er a maiden, 
In earth or Aiden, 
My fancy wrought me with charms like thee. 
On thy cheeks repose June’s red roses,— 
Sure, queens might envy my ’store machree. 
IV. 
I’ve bowed, in duty, to eyes of beauty ; 
But, oh, their lustre could not enthrall— 
They could not bind me—Id left behind me 
Dear eyes that far outrivalled all !— 
Oh, ne’er a maiden, 
In earth or Aiden, 
My soul e’er worshipped before like thee. 
Here, kneeling lowly, thy memory’s holy, 
My angel fair one, my ’store machree. 
v. 
Go, seek ye rarer in earth, in air, or’ 
Find me one fairer to shine in song! 
Oh, were rich gems mine, sure ’tis she should shine 
In peerless splendour grand dames among.— 
For ne’er a maiden, 
In earth or Aiden, 
Hath Nature laden with gifts like thee! 
So richly moulded, the rose when folded, 
Hides nought more lovely, astore machree. 
VI. 
Thus, fondly yearning, my heart’s returning 
To that dear isle in the western brine, 
Where Banna’s flowing thro’ vallies glowing, 
Where Banna’s beauties in grandeur shine.— 
There dwells a maiden, 
With charms o’erladen,— 
Ah! God’s bright Aiden hath nought like thee. 
My Irish Mary, some hearts may vary, 
But mine is constant, astore machree. 
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THE BLACKSMITH. 


A BALLAD OF NINETY-EIGHT. 


It) Y my soul! Old Paud Magi a wields well the sledge 

ws to-night ! 

See how the sparkles hiss and fly—the fire burns brightly 
white ; 

Oh, there’s not another smith like him, from this to Dead- 
man’s Dyke, 

At fashioning, for freedom’s dawn, a brave and trusty pike! 


May God bless you, Paud Macacthy, and bless the work 
you do! 

*Tis your strong arm shall give us strength to crush the 
b—y crew ; : 

By your strong arm and ancient craft, the foreign dogs 
shall see 

Our Flag we'll plant on town and tower, and make Ireland 
free ! 


III. 
I have known you, Paud Macarthy, since I was but a boy, 


And often at your anvil’s clink I’ve laughed with boist’rous 
Joy 3 

But never felt I such glad joy—ah, ah! is sport and fun 

To see the bright blades falling as Bs re fashioned one by 


one! 
Iv, 
Here, take a sup of this, good Paud, ’twill aid you in Bayi’ 


work— 

Why, man alive, the way you strive would kill the biggest 
Turk! 

You won't, ochone !—’tis true, I own, we want no revelry 

When brave good pikes are needed to make old Ireland 
free. 
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v. 
I will, astor, and never fear—Tom Brady’s on the bohr— 
One, two, three—why, Paud machree, we've just done 
seventy-four | 
Seventy-four and twenty-six—so said big Captain Con— 
Would arm the:boys of Castletown, to march for Slieve- 


namon. 
VI. 

Burn on, good fire—strike on, good sledge, ’tis but a little 
more, 1 

And you and your good master’s work for this night shall 
be o’er; 

Here, Andy, run and saddle Bess—you’ll take what's done 
away, 


And Paud and I will bring the rest ere breaking of the day. 


VIL. 

My soul! what greetings yon will get, Pauwd, in the moun- 
tain rath ! 

"Tis Pll go bail the boys won’t fail to crown with joy your 
path . 

We'll have blind Tom O’Leary—och, your heart will leap 
achree, 

When the old man plays the marching air—IRELAND SHALL 
BE FREE! 

ee £ aright, 


THOMAS DAVIS. 


Vie 

ead gone to the grave, and we sadly weep o’er 
Zt, thee, 
The young and the old—ay, th/many deepty deplore thee ; 
For ever thy name in the Greén Isle that bore thee 
Shall be hymn’d on her harpstrings, acushla machree. 

Her own one, her foud one! 

"Mid the many her loy’d one! 


Wes 
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Thy soul’s high emprise was to make her sons free ; 
For strong. was thine heart 
For the mission, thou true one! 

And glorious its throbings, acushla machree. 


II. 
Thouw’st gone to the graye; but the faith-thou bequeath’d 


We'll cherish for ever—nor be our swords sheathed 
Till Ireland, a nation, thy lone grave has wreathed 
With tmmortelles the fairest, acushla machree. | 
Our own one, our fond one, 
"Mid the many our loved one, 
Thy lay shall yet be hymn’d in Ireland the free ! 
For strong was thine heart 
For the mission, thou true one! 
And glorious its throbbings, acushla machree. 


ee 


THE PARTING. 
Air—The Wearing of the Green. 
I. 
Gane give me down my cotamore, 
2G, The wind blows cold and chill, 
And angry sweeps the winter blast 
Across the Brown-bare Hill.* 

Tl wait no more for Tom M‘Grath, 
No laggard will I be, 

While hand and heart are needed, Kate, 
To set old Ireland free! 


II. 
Thank God! our waiting’s over, Kate, 


The time for talking’s past, 
Good and true men up and doing— 
The GREEN’s unfurled at last! 


* Brown-bare Hill, co. Waterford, better known as Cnoc Maol Don. 
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Give some the ashen-handled blade, 
The rifle brown give me, 

And [ll away to Shevenamon, 
To set old Ireland free: 


iil. 
"Tis long since Andy Connell left, 
He must be now in Cahir, 
And Paud O’Dwyer and Shaun M‘Guire 
Will soon be reaching there ; 
With big Ned Carey up from Grange, 
Oh, Kate, you soon shall see— 
In spite of all the foreigners— 
Old Ireland shall be free ! 
IV. 
Right !—place my good sciam in its folds, 
Soon will its glittering sheen 
Be stained with the life’s-blood of those 
-Who shamed our holy Green ; 
One kiss, astore—perhaps no more 
Tl see ma gal machree, 
For now’s the hour to crush their power, 
And set old Ireland free ! 
v. 
The night is past, and daylight dawns 
Far o’er grey Corrin’s Hill :* 
Hark! was not that the signal, Kate? 
A moment—love, be still— 
It was, thank God! ’tis Captain Frank. 
Ah! Kate, don’t let him see 
The big tears in your eyes of blue, 
When Ireland’s to be free! 


* See Cairn Thierna, p. 31. 
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Vis 
Then give me down my cotamore, 
The night is cold and chill, 
And angry sweeps the winter’s blast 
Across the Brown-bare Hill. 
Tell Tom M‘Grath, my father’s son 
A laggard cannot be, 
While hand and heart are needed, Kate, 
To set old Ireland free! 


> 


EILEEN O’CREAGH. 
I. 
ee Eileen O’Creagh at her fathers’ door, 
Aplieta O! wearily O! 
Sits, crooning an old lay o’er and o’er, 
Wearily, wearily O !— 
"Twas just to an hour, a year and a day, 
Since Randal O’Donnell to France sailed away ; 
God speed his galley back homeward, I pray— 
“ Shule, shule agra, 
Shule, shule, shule agra, 
Saint Bridget be your guide afar ! 
For your return I sigh and mourn, 
My gallant Irish soldier!” 
iI; 
Eileen O’Creigh, in her last night’s sleep, 
Wearily O! wearily O! 
Dreamed things that made her on waking weep, 
Wearily, wearily O! 
By Lough Leine’s banks in the moonlight pale, 
Randal O’Donnell is telling love’s tale, 
Why with Righ Shamus to France did he sail ?, 
* Shule, shule agra !” 


A | 
ANNE 


Eilleen O’Creagh at her 
fathers door,- 
Wearily O, wearily O! 


PeAdoe te 


es 


ao 


{ad debe 


Ae 
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III. 
Oh, far, far from Lough Leine’s vales of green, 


} Wearily O! wearily O! 
Fair Eileen O’Creagh sees another scene ! 
Wearily, wearily O! 
Where battle-flags wave on the rampart’s wall, 
’Mid the fife’s shrill note, and the trumpet’s call— 
Sees Randal O’Donnell—the foe charging—fall. 
* Shule, shule agra!” 


Vi 
“ Woe is me!’ Eileen O’Creagh murmurs, ‘ woe, 


Wearily O! wearily O! 
Fighting with Sarsfield, ma bouchal’s laid low, 
3 Wearily, wearily O! 
Fighting for Ireland in lands far away ; 
Curse on them that forced Lord Lucan to stray ; 
The green flag to lower; oh, sorrowful day ! 
Shule, shule agra!” 


Vv. ' 
Eileen O’Creagh, at her father’s door, 
Wearily O! wearily O! 
Catches glint of a shadow, that falls on the floor ; 
Wearily, wearily O! 
*Tis Captain O'Donnell, from France away, 
To wed, on the morrow, young Hileen O’Creagh ; 
The parting had been just a year and a day, 
 Shule, shule agra,” 
Shule, shule, shule agra. 
Saint Bridget be their guide; when far 
From Hrin’s Isle, may God still smile 
On Eileen and her soldier ! 


iene 
se 
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J. F. O'DONNELL.* 


[‘* CAVIARE.” 


I. 
WY op England glared, through blood and death, 
vy 


ff Upon our stricken Mother, 
And mute, aghast with horror, each 
Man stared upon his brother— 
Who sung to us, in manly tones, 
A noble self-reliance P 
Who taught us, ’mid our tears and moans, 
To hurl out fresh defiance ? + 
Boys, ’twas ‘‘ Caviare!” 
Brilliant ‘‘ Caviare!” 
Then fill each cup, and ere we sup, 
Pledge Ireland’s ‘‘ Caviare ! ” 


II. 
What words of fire fall from his lyre, 
When Hrin’s former splendour— 
To shame the present—hovers nigh. 
At times its tones are tender : 
The love and ruth of our dear youth— 
The golden days departed !— 


* Looking at my humble tribute to one of Ireland’s noblest sons, I 
regret that my admiration has prompted me to attempt that which the 
many friends of the above gentleman will say I have failed to accomplish. 
They will, I trust, take the will for the deed, with the assurance that, | 
however poor the offering may be, it is at least genuine. 

+ Therefore, keep hope, whilst unavailing tears 
Make women’s cheeks, and strong men’s eyelids, wet; 
By the All-seeing and Eternal Lord, 
The cause shall triumph yet.—CAVIARE. 
t Somehow the years draw out the distance 
’T wixt us and the space where the stars are hung,— 
On tiptoe, then, I looked into Heaven: 
That was the time for a man to be young. —IBip. 
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Ere thirst for gold had made men old, 
Or exile, broken-hearted. 
But, fill to ‘* Caviare!” 
And drink to *‘ Caviare!” 
That king of song, with heart so strong, 
Hurrah for ‘‘ Caviare! ” 


MAURICE CONWAY. 


SceneE—Dounuzary.* Time—TuHE FUTURE. 
I 
te (t OMH, tell me, Maurice Conway, do come tell me, 
WJ) vich machree, 
What means this mighty gathering, now Ireland’s proud 
and free ? 
What means this mighty gathering P—how is it, Maurice 
say, 
The Admiral’s flag is floating from so many ships to-day ? ” 
is 
** Oh, Maurice, I’ve been east and west—oh, I’ve been south 
and north, 
But never saw I such array as this day has come forth ; 
Dunleary never saw such crowds; och, Maurice, vich 
machree, 
All Dublin town is surely down and out upon the sea!” 


III. 
Thus answered Maurice Conway, as he grasp’d the old man’s 
hand : 
“Yon good ships sail away to-day, to bring from that curs’d 
land 


* Dunleary (nicknamed—by knaves and slaves—Kingstown), a beau- 
tiful watering-place about seyen miles from Dublin. 
FQ 


68 WREATHS OF FANCY. 


The dust of old Treland’s noble THREE—her glory and her 
pride ! 

And, thunder to their murderers ! twas for Ireland they 
died.” 

; IV. 

“« Ah, Maurice, dear, that bitter day !—’tis I remember well 

The surging crowd, the ribald shout, the Saxon bloodhounds’ 
yell 3 

Our brothers dangling in the air, amid their jibes and jeers, 

And we—ah, we had nought to give but curses and hot 


tears ! 
v. 
“‘ "We gave vows! my Maurice Conway—you were a child 
that night, 
When true men met, and to the Lord the sacred oath did 
plight 
That, day or night, we ne’er would rest till Be should 
be free— 
And bravely we have kept that vow, ma bouchal bahn 
machree ! 
VI. 
“‘ The tyrants, base, we've conquer’d, that long our vallies 
curst— 
The Green to-day waves proudly—the Saxon chains we’ve 
burst ; \ 


Our exiles are returning from many a far-off shore, 
A vich machree,* old Ireland’s free, the Saxon’s sway is o’er. 


VII. 
** Yes, Maurice, dear, his sway is o’er—we’ve got our own 
again— 
And Ireland’s now the ally, vich, of gallant France and 
Spain. 


* Son of my heart. 


pt 
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Our brave ships ride the waters, and our flag’s on every sea !— 

Oh, Maurice, dear, ’tis well we’ve worked to make old Ive- 
land free! 

VIII. 

Why wait they, Maurice Conway ; sure, the time is now 
expired ? 

Bomb—bomb—bomb !—see, Maurice; hark! the signal-gun 
they have fired. 

See! their prows are turning eastward; oh, come, kneel 
down, and pray 

To blesséd Mary, and the Lord! for this glad sight to-day. 


TX. 
“ To blesséd Mary.and the Lord! our prayers shall ascend ; 


Tuery did our thraldom sever, and our shame for ever end.— 
Give glory to the rifle, and the darling pike and scian ! 
By which we trampled on their red, and raised again the 


Green ! 
xX. 
“ Though eighty summers I have seen, I’m young again 
to-day ; 


So come, dear Maurice Conway, and we'll sail across the Bay. 
The girls are gaily dress’d astore, the boys are wild with glee ;. 
Thank God! I’ve lived to hear their shout—‘ Op IRELAND 
Now Is Free!’” 
festa Lie Ue 0B 


THESPEOPLCE GS ANSWER, 


1, 
‘Wal > do. we work for Ireland ?— 
yi / That Ireland yet may be 
The peerless among nations— 
Great, glorious, and free! 


* We are 
One equal temper of heroic hearts, 
Made weak by time and fate, but strong in will, 
To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield. —Tmnnyson. 
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Why do we work for Ireland P— 
Because we think, with pride, 
Of those who, for her glory, 
On field or scaffold died. 


II. 


Why do we work for Ireland P— 
Why do we hate the foe p— 
Why do we fondly cherish 
Each one that struck a blow ?— 
Because the lives of those men 
We mean to emulate ; 
Freedom or death the issue— 
We welcome either fate. 


III. 


Why do we work for Ireland P— 
Because our early dreams 
Were fashion’d on her green hills, 
Her mountains, vales, and streams ; 
Because we’ve got a country 
That’s worth another blow— 
By our fathers’ graves we swear 
To wrest her from the foe.— 


IV. 


We'll work, we'll pray, and struggle, 
And faction, class, or clan 
Shall powerless be to stay the work, 
The good we’ll do for man. 
Hurrah! we fling our BANNER 
O’er town, o’er tower, and sea, 
And when we strike, the PEOPLE 
Shall make old Ireland free. 
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HUGH BRENNAN. 


I. 


AS Brennan was a ploughman stout, 
ia 
ends 


His heart was always gay ; 
From end to end, the year, to him, 
Was one sunshiny day. 
Said he, ‘The King, upon his throne, 
In station’s rather high ; 
But is the King, upon his throne, 
A happier man than I? 
I envy not his high estate, 
His gold can’t make me sigh ; 
V’ve Mabel and my blue-eyed boy— 
Oh, who so blest as I? 
ne 
"Tis true, my coat is home-spun stuff, 
Kilkenny’s far-famed frieze ;— 
"Tis true my tastes are very low ; 
But, orphans’ groans and cries 
Break not my slumbers thro’ the night— 
I wake without a sigh. 
I wonder if, upon their thrones, 
Kings say the same as I ? 
I envy not their high estate, 
Their gold can’t make me sigh ;_ 
I fall to sleep in Mabel’s arms— 
Oh, who so blest as I? 
III. 
My Mabel—she has eyes of blue, 
And ringlets chesnut brown ! 
If crowns be precious things—by Jove! 
She ought to wear a crown! 
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For that she might an Hmpress be, 
Kings at her feet might sigh.— 
With haughty frown, she’d scorn a crown, 
For Mabel’s mine, and I~ 
Don’t envy Kings their high estate ; 
I have what gold can’t buy— 
True love and health, they’re all my wealth— 
Oh, who so blest as I? 


einen Aenea 


COME ON. 


Written (by request) for the First Anniversary of the Martyrdom of 
Allen, Larkin, aud O’Brian. 
18 
(i OME on, my brothers, come along, twelve moons have 
G pass’d away ; 
Twelve moons of weary waiting, watching, praying for the 
day— 
The day that shall again see float, from our brave fathers’ 


towers, 
The flag that waved at Fontenoy—the Green old flag of 
ours ! 
Il. 
Come, gather ye from east and west, come on from south 
and north, 


Come on with solemn step and slow, to-day it shall go forth 
That we, the Irish brothers of the brave and gallant THREE! 
Here, in our might, swear yet to right the land they sought 
to free! 
Ill. 
Come on, our tyrants proffer love—let’s give them back our 
hate! 
Come on, let’s thunder in their midst, *¢ Murderers, you’re 
too late!” 
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Come on, the spirits of the THREE smile down on our array ! 
Come on, let’s show the foe we are true Irishmen to-day! 
IV. 

Come on, ye exiles, come along, march onward in your 
pride ; 

Shout to your tyrants, ’twas for Ireland our brave brothers 
died! 

Say, in your heart of hearts, their names. for ever are 
enshrined ; 

Come on, and curses on the knave that shames and stays 


behind! 
v. 

Come on, the night is passing, men; aye, passing quick 
away ! 

Come on, we’re on the eve, oh men! of freedom’s glorious 
day ! 

Come on, for the sun of Ireland is rising in the sky! 
Come on, and swear, than live as slaves, like them you'd 


sooner die! 
VI. 


Come on, and tell our tyrants that we never will forget! 

Come on, and tell them that, ere long, we'll pay them back 
the debt ! : 

Come on, the reckoning draws nigh; come on, and let them 
see 


The blood they shed but adds more strength to make old 
Ireland free ! . 
VIL. 


Come on, they’ve tried their prison-pens, they’ve tried their 
doomster’s knife! 

te he and tell them, for the cause! we value land nor 
ife! 

Come on, and be your slogan, men, the death-cry of the 
THREE— 

** God save Ireland! ”—sing it, hymn it, all ye that would 
be free! 
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VIII. 
Come on together, step together, proudly, men advance! 


As if on your native heather—defiant every glance ! 
Come on together, reck not whether cowards stay away ! 


Come on together, show the world we’re Irishmen to-day! 


Nov. 22, 1868. | 
————»>—_—_—_ 


IN LONDON. 


ars 
(| NLY think of it—don’t it seem strange P— 

© Here, in this city of commerce and sin, 
Homeless and friendless, oft as I range, 

*Mid the noise of ‘‘ ’buses,” the hum and din 
Of Fleet-street, late in the afternoon— 

When the hungry Saxons are off to dine— 
My thoughts are away, ah! far away 

With my heart, in that dear old land of mine. 


II. 
There’s our old cot !—I’m in it again, 


An urchin famous for orchards to rob ; 
My father whispers to Shaun O’Flyn— 

My mother sits in her place by the hob— » 
“ Put on more Kishes, the night is cold; 

You know who'll be here at the hour o’ nine. 
The boys must be ready—he’s the man 

We have wanted long, in this land of mine.” 


IV. 
See! taken down, from the centuried thatch, 


Are the dear ash handles, with blades so large ; 
Kate and Norah’s gone out to keep watch, 
Whilst Terry Moynahan shows us the charge : 

“ Well done, my boys, we’ve put them to rout ; 
By Heaven! we've broken the tyrant’s line! 
For some the rifle, give me the pike, 
To free from the Saxons this land of mine!” 


WREATHS OF FANCY. “5 


IV. 

*Tis Sunday morning—the bells ring out 

From Father Tom’s chapel down in the glen. 
* Are you going to Mass?” the girls all shout : 

** Perhaps you are waiting for Kate O’Flyn ? 
We pity you, Randal—oh! we do— 

Why Kate and big Tim went off, man, at nine.” 
' “ They did ?—well, I will be off as well.”— 
That day I went off from that land of mine.— 


Vv. 


It’s not so ?—is it now, Mistress Moore ? 
The O’Flyns did never an action mane ; 
*Twas one of the name the Green Flag bore 
When Dathi, a-soldiering, went to Spam.— 
** Hi! hallo there !—where are you going ?” 
Come open those d— Irish eyes of thine ! ”— 
Bedad! I’m passing ’neath Temple Bar, 
Far away from that dear old land of mine. 


VI. 


But, just think of it—don’t it seem strange >— 

Here, in this city of splendour and sin, 
Homeless and foodless, oft as I range, 

*Mid the noise of ‘‘ buses,” the hum and din 
Of Fleet-street, late in the afternoon— 

When the hungry Saxons are off to dine— 
My thoughts are away, ah! far away 

With my heart, in that dear old land of mine. 


= 
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MY NATIVE LAND. 
Air— Brighton Camp.* 


I. 

in H! summer’s dress’d in robes of green, 
XA The birds sing in love’s bowers, 
Glad Nature now makes gay the scene, 

But mine are lonely hours. 
Away from all my soul loves best, 

From friends who have enshrin’d me, 
My weary heart can find no rest, 

Dear land I left behind me! 


66 
The tyrant o’er our homes holds sway, 
His feet profane our bowers, 
His curséd flag is seen to-day 
Above our fathers’ towers !— 
Had I the power, as I’ve the will, 
No Saxon e’er should bind thee! 
Blest Virgin! hear my pray’r, and free 
The land I left behind me. 
III. 
But fill our glasses to the brim, 
This be our song and chorus,— 
Ere night darkens the welkin’s rim,— 
THE DEAR OLD LAND THAT BORE Us! 
A thousand weary leagues away, 
May every blessing find thee, 
And Freedom be thy rising star, 
Dear land I left behind me! 


* Better known as “ The girl I left behind me.” 
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UNSPOKEN WORDS. 


I. 
f\ ND dream ye, my masters, that we, 
JG2\,, For centuries of misrule and wrong, 
Should fawn, like whipped hounds, at your feet, 
_ While our hearts to the Lord cry “ How long?” 
No, never! Our Land’s hallow’d dead 
Would thunder out ‘‘ Shame!” from their graves, , 
And, pointing the finger of scorn, 
They would brand us as soulless slaves. 


II. 
Thank God! we’re still true to the faith 
Bequeathed to us by Wolfe Tone— 
To struggle and ne’er rest content 
Till Ireland again has her own! 
Till Ireland, the gem of the sea, 
The home of the fair and the brave, 
Shall wipe from her once stainless brow, 
The ignoble brand of the slave.— 
Ar, 
We love the Old Land, and we will— 
And cold is the heart that would slight 
The heritage left us in blood— 
To still battle on for the Right. 
*Twas the dream of our youth—as men 
The wish all our life-current laves. 
We'd give in, my masters; but, No! 
Nature never meant us for slaves ! 
IV. 
Though we ‘slouch in gait,” and we “ roll ”— 
That’s we, of the old Celtic race ; 
Though we can’t, for the life of us “ look 
The Sassanagh churl in the face!” 
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Though there’s something we leave unsaid 
In their presence*—oh ! Jreland’s braves 

Shall yet speak those “ unspoken words ” 
In the might of enfranchised slaves. 


v. 

Oh God! it is fearful and sad 

That the ghouls, thy wrath should pursue, 
Should suck our life’s current away ; 

‘That the pure, the brave, and the true, 
Should rot in the dungeon’s dark gloom, 

Or lie in unhallow’d graves! 
God of Heaven! send forth thy decree— 


We would not for ever be slaves. 
VI. 
And Thou, whom we love and revere, 


More precious than silver or gold ; 

Thou, whom the black Saxon hath scorned— 
Bless’d Mary! thy children behold! 

Oh, plead at the throne of thy Son— 
Thy prayers, Virgin Mother, can save: 

In the struggle for Ireland’s right, 


Nerve the heart and arm of the slave. 
VII. 
We swear, by our hopes, to be free— 


By the dead, whom we will emulate,— 
To struggle again and again, 

And nourish, till free, ay, the hate 
Bequeathed to us by Wolfe Tone, 

By Emmet, and Allen the Brave. 
Be the issue whate’er it may, 

We'll break from the bonds of the slgrl 


* Trishmen always roll and slouch in their gait; they never look you 
straight in the face; they always speak as if they had something on their 
minds, which they prefer keeping in the background.—Vide the Times, 
Jan. 18, 1868, 


WREATHS OF FANCY. 79 


NEW YEAR’S SONG. 


I. 
leah God! we meet to-night, resolved, with heart 
24, and hand, 
To crush the tyrant’s might, and free our native land— 
That darling land of ours, of emerald vale and glen, 
Fairy-haunted bowers, dear women, and brave men !— 
Hurrah, we yet shall stand, 
With rifle, scian, and pike, 
On the hills of our dear land— 
Another blow we'll strike. 
iI. 
Oh, who would live a slave ? when proudly he might fall, 
Trampling on the Saxon knave, breaking Iveland’s thrall,— 
Breaking Ireland’s thrall, while the Green Flag waved on 
high! 
’T were noble thus to fall, ’twere glorious thus to die! 


III. 
Dream they the long, long years of tyranny and wrong, 


Have rusted our souls, or spears P—that we’ve grown less 
strong, 

To curse the cruel fate that made such beings vile 

Lords in our halls of state, masters in our Green Isle ? 


IV. 
We'll free her from the ghouls, we'll right her every wrong ; 
Christ God! our hearts, our’souls in anguish cry, ‘“ How 
long P”— 
Let the sparkles fly, ere the blue in the welkin fades ; 
To-morrow the strength we'll try, good smith, of your new 


blades. 
v. 


Boys, fill a cup to Him, in exile o’er the main ; 
Fill, fill boys, to the brim, ‘“‘ Here’s Jamie back again!” 
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For our loved one! our pride, our darling far away, 
Ho! cowards, stand aside !—ho! traitors, clear the way ! 
VI. 
Fill, fill boys, to the brim ; let’s pledge the quick attack, 
The blue in the welkin’s rim !—the mountain bivouac ! 
The Saxon’s broken line !—the ashen-handled blades ! 
The darling old hills of mine !—Nature’s barricades ! 
Hurrah ! we yet shall stand, 
With rifle, sctan, and pike, 
On the hills of our dear land,— 
Another blow we'll strike. 


\ Or ae 


IN THE BACKWOODS. 
I. 
Cen. sit you down, my old wife, Kate, ’tis years since 
Vy we were wed; 
But, ’mid life’s weary cares and woes, our love hath never 
fled ! 
What! though age has furrowed your dear brow, so smooth 
of yore, 
And changed your raven tresses, Kate, I’m loving you the 


more. 
Il. 


*Tis many years ago, my Kate, since, in your father’s hall, 

I stood amongst your wooers—faith ! the poorest of them all. 

But you chose me ’mongst the many; you deemed me leal 
and true; 

And since that hour, my heart, dear Kate, has throbb’d 


alone for you. 
III. 


Your proud sire look’d on me with scorn, though of as old a 
line ; 
But little cared I for his hate, while all your dove was mine. 
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For we'd often meet by stealth, when my day’s hard toil was 
done, 

Anear the sally bushes where old storied Shannon run. 

IV. 

Dear Kate, do you remember those enchanted days of yore ? 

The castles, all I fashioned P—ah me! to dream no more !— 

Now my boyhood’s dreams are o’er, and my manhoods’ 
longings too ; 

But one spot, amid the ruin, still is green with love for you. 

v. / 

Oh! dark and gloomy was the day we left our Island home, 

With broken hearts, to wander far across the salt-sea‘foam. 

Ah! the scalding tears came down, as we saw our father’s 
graves 

Receding where, in beauty, Erin’s hills embraced the waves. 
i VI. 

How oft, dear Kate, I’m thinking; and how oft my heart 
will stray, 

From Minnesota’s lordly vallies to Erin’s, far away !* 

From Mississippi's waters to old stately Shannon’s side, 

Where I woo’d you, oh, my fond one !—where I won you, 


oh, my bride! 
VII. 


This land is rich and fair; generous hearts are here, and 
bold ; 
Here the willing strong right hand wins the largest share of 


gold.— 

Here’s a home for the oppress’d; and, no matter ereed or 
clan, 

*Neath Columbia’s starry banner, Kate, the toiler stands a 
man ! 


* That which calls up green and native fields to view from the vasty 
deep.—Brrow. 
G 
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VIII. 
But, oh! that we should ever part from that dear land of 
ours !— 
Its bonny vales, its lovely dales, its emerald shady bowers— 
Where man is bold and brave, dear Kate, and woman chaste 


and fair ; 
It breaks my heart to know, the flag of slavery’s waving 
there ! 
—_—_—_ 
TOO LATE. 


I. 
¢ H! ’tis you are growing loving, 
. Very loving, John, of late ; 
With affection for your sister, 
Why creation, sure, you bate. 
We now don’t “ slouch” or “ roll,” John ; 
We can look you in the face.* 
*¢ Let all bygones, Pat, be bygones, 
You are of a noble race!” 
You offer us your love, John, 
After centuries of hate— 
But, by the G—d above, John, 
You’re too late—your too late ! 


II. 
‘‘ No! you are no red assassins, 


No sluggish, barbarous hordes.” — 
What about the reign of terror ? 

What about “ unspoken words ? ” 
What about poor Michael Barrett ? 

Don’t his blood for vengeance cry ? 
Give us back our martyrs’ bones, John, 

And forgive you—well, we'll try. 


* See foot-note at page 78. 
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Iil. 
Give us back our hills and valleys, 


Give us back our darling glens ; 

Give us back our gallant brothers 
From your b—y prison pens; 

Give us back the THREE you MURDERED, 
*Mid your brutal people’s jeers, 

While the whole world stared with horror— 


While their country gave—well, tears! 
IV. 
Give us back our grey-haired priest,* John, 


Whom you've herded with the vile ; 
Whom you have so scourged and tortur’d, 
For his love of Erin’s Isle. 
Oh! come, give us what we crave, John; 
Ah! we'll have it, ay or no !— 
Come, give us your leave—your absence ; 
Nature thunders, ‘ LET THEM Go!” 
You offer us your love, John, 
After centuries of hate— 
But, by the G—d above, John, 
You’re too late—YoU’RE TOO LATE! 


Sa EEO: SSSR 


A SAILOR’S SONG. 


I. 
H, I would be a sailor !— yes, a sailor I would be !— 
And laugh to scorn the tyrant’s frown, out on the 
bounding sea! 
No silken thing should call me slave! I’d own no lord— 
not I !— 
But onp! the Lord of Heaven and earth !—the ocean, sea, 
and sky. 


* Father M‘Mahon ; since released. 
GQ. 
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Oh, I would be a sailor! 
Yes, a sailor I would be— 

And laugh to scorn the tyrant’s frown, 
Out on the bounding sea. 


II. 


Oh, I would be a sailor, and see the grottos where 

Hach mermaid sings her “ tra-lal-la!” with heart untouched 
by care. 

There’s nought but care and sorrow here—away, there’s joy 
alway : 

Now riding on a moonlit wave, now o’er the crystal spray. 

Oh, I would be a sailor! . 
Yes, a sailor I would be. 


III. 
Oh joy! to be a sailor !—for, where winds their revels keep, 
Lull’d by the music of the storm, I’d lay me down to sleep, 
And dream of nymphs, with ringlets brown, far down in 
coral caves ; 
Of syren blushes, wiles, and smiles beneath the crystal 


waves. 
Oh, I would be a sailor! 


Yes, a sailor I would be. 


iV 
Oh, I would be a sailor, and see ‘the northern lights, 
With tongues of fire, speak Heaven’s might the long long 
winter nights. 
I'd woo, far o’er Germania’s foam, the black fir-forest’s 
breeze, 
And kiss the briny winds the north sends thundering o’er 
the seas.— 
So, I would be a sailor ! 
Oh, a sailor I would be. 
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IMPROMPTU. 


. Written on reading W. C. Bennett’s spirited poem ‘* Forward,” the 
23rd stanza, wherein he calls upon his country to do justice to 
Ireland: 


“ Clear from the brand of guilt thy brow; 
Shall Ireland always be as now? 


Forward }” 
“ W.C. Bznnert, LL.D. 
I. 
A ae England, wipe away the stain— 
Zt, There’s blood upon your aged brow! 
Hark! hear your Poet son; he asks, 
* Shall Treland always be as now ?”’ 
What is your answer P—will you not, 
While yet there’s time, our shame efface ? 
Or, must you wait till, with our swords, 


The Rights of Manhood we shall trace ? 
II. 
Ay, shall she always be as now P— 


We care not what your answer be! 
We've sworn to lift the Green again ; 

For our resolve is to be free. 
SHE SHALL NOT ALWAYS BE AS Now! 

So voices thunder from their graves,— 
The dead who died for Ireland, 

Lie in unrest while we are slaves. 


———— oe 


CREMONA, — 
I. 
a morn, blushing bright, doffs her mantle of night 
At Orient’s portals; the lark’s in the sky ; 
Tents strike—everyone, and let us begone ; 
The scouts just come in, say the foemen are nigh. 
To horse, and away! ere closes the day— 
Cremona must flash in the sun’s parting ray. 
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II. 
Up with our Flag! though i’ts worn to a rag, 

Still enough’s left, boys, Prince Eugene to scare. 
God bless the Green !—were there ever yet seen 

Men like the Irish, to do or to dare? 

What sons of the vine, could take out our shine ? 

The vine’s daughters say we are more than divine. 
Itt. 

Right gaily we ride, and nothing’s denied ; 

Victory towards our arms ever incline. 

In camp or en rout, faith! ’tis we that can shout, 

* Ireland for ever!” ‘“‘ War, women, and wine !” 
Those signoras are kind; but, in our hearts shrined, 
Are the dear Irish girls we left far behind! 

IV. 
Away with this grief!—sure, ’tis my belief, 

That Captain O’Hara—that sly one, I wis— 
Will leave us to dwell with yon Cremonese belle. 

D’ye mind the old chateau ?—’tis musing he is, 
On her eyes and her hair; he vows she is fair !— 
Ah, Frank! boy, ?m thinking you’d better beware! 

V. 
You'd better beware !—there’s a lady elsewhere, 

Lovely, sweet, charming, young Gracie O’Mara ; 
By Shannon’s broad stream to-night she will dream 

Of her true lover—brave Captain .O’ Hara. 

She has a rich store !—ah me! what is more, 

She’s Irish, ay, Frank, boy, she’s that to the core! 
VI. 

On high soars the lark; comrades mine, hark! 

Loud sounds the trumpet !—come, saddle each steed ; 
Let the girths be well tied ; to-day we must ride. 

Woe to the rider who'll slacken his speed ! 
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Prince Eugene is out! the Milanese scout 
Saw Friedberg and Merci in midst of the rout. 


* * * * % 


VII. 
Hark! some one there bawls, ‘“ The foe’s on the walls! 
Cremona is taken !—where’s Dillon ? where’s Burke ?— 
Up from your beds, if you value your heads !— 
Don’t wait for your b—; that lump of a Turk, 
Count Merci’s here, and I’m greatly in fear, 
For napping, his countship will make us pay dear. 


VIII. 
Heard you the play of Atlantic’s wild spray ? 
Heard you the winter winds rush through the glade ? 
The torrent’s fierce dash P—the thunder’s loud crash ? 
As such was the cry of the Irish Brigade.— 
Although torn, I ween—fling out the old Green! 
Enough still is left, boys, to scare Prince Eugene. 


IX. 
Thus cheering, we go; Black Friedberg cries “ Ho! 
Back everyone, for surrender you must ! ”’— 
But Mahony’s steel makes him stagger and reel— 
Ah! soon my brave Friedberg is biting the dust! 
O’er Cremona’s town hall—troopers and all 
Are biting it with him, or leaping the wall. 
X. 
Let’s sing, dance, and shout; we’ve put them to rout! 
Ho! wine, lads, we’ll drink—to the land of our birth! 
By St. Bride of Kildare! Cremona we'll scare ; 
The town hall’s old roof-tree shall ring with our mirth. 
See—day has began ; let’s laugh while we can; 
Give pleasure the reign, boys, for life’s but a span. 
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XI. 
So, wine there! more wine; come, brothers of mine, 
A truce to our sorrows—forget them to-day ; 
Come, fill up each cup to the brim, lads, fill up : 
Here’s the land of our hearts’ love, far far away ! 
Her hills, lakes, and towers—her rivers and bowers, 
Where we’ve oft strayed together in happier hours. 


XII. 
Won't the bells ring, when the scouts the news bring— 
How the breechless Irish gave Eugene the rout. 
The glad Viennese will go down on their knees ; 
Away at Versailles will be revel and shout ; 
St. James, I trow, will have wailing and woe ; 
William, the Dutchman, will fall by the blow. 
XIII. 
Ho! wine, ay, more wine !—say, brothers of mine, 
What boots it, this victory over Eugene P— 
Red should be our swords with the blood of the hordes 
Who’ve trampled on Ireland and Ireland’s Green. 
With wild fiendish joy this night they destroy 
Brave women and men, from Lough Foyle to Dunbwy. 
XIV. 
Ml luck, night and day, to their banners! we pray.— 
Brothers, up-standing, a toast, one and all !— 
Ho! wine, boys, more wine !—drink, brothers of mine, 
That, soon with our foeman may we try a fall. 
Hurrah ! fill up to the brim every cup ; 
Our dead Freres are wishing, like us, they could sup! 


Norz.—In that valuable acquisition to Irish literature, “ The History 
of the Irish Brigades in the Service of France,” by J. C. O’Callaghan, 
will be found a spirited description of the surprise of Cremona. See 
also “ The Irish at Home and Abroad.’”? The above works are published 
by Cameron and Ferguson. [See Catalogue at end of yol.] 
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THOUGHTS IN ILLNESS. 


I. 
WY ae T think of our own darling Eri! 
ve Her people so noble and true ! 
On their fair limbs the Saxon chains wearing— 
Ay, slaves to the foreigner crew ; 
Oh ask, is there—up in high Heaven— 
A God! that looks down here below, 
And seeing what He never intended, 
Don’t strike with his lightning one blow ? 


II. 

Oh, a blow that would crush them for ever, 

The ghouls of a brave gallant race ; . 
A race, too, that surrenders, no, never! 

To beings so vile and so base. 
Oh, we cannot give in, Hily, darling! 

Give in, faith! was never our creed.— 
“Why the dead would wake up from their slumbers, 
And shudder for shame at the deed. 


III. 
When a boy in her green fields and wildwood, 
I wandered light-hearted and free, 
Sure, the greatest surprise of my childhood 
Was when my old sire said to me :— 
** Ah! sure one would think, boy, that those old hills, 
These glens, and these valleys were mine, 
Och, mavrone, they are owned by a bodagh 
In feeling, or I’m none of thine.” 


IV. 
Christ God! how my heart filled with deep sorrow } 
That night as I lay on my bed; 
I prayed, ah! I prayed that the morrow 
Might find me at least ’mongst the dead ; 
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But, starting up fiercely, I shouted, 

“ By Heaven! I’ll labour and wait, 
And if I can’t conquer, it is something 

To hate them with hell’s blackest hate.” 


Vv. 
Ay! I hate them with hatred that courses 
Right up from the veins of my heart, 
Sure each throb with my brain holds discourses, 
‘We mnst, and we shall, and will part.” 
Oh, God send it, ma colleen, to-morrow, 
*Tis I, with a heart strong again, 
My good sctan would grasp, and go over 
And die, or her thrall break in twain. 


VI. 
But still it’s a mystery, Hily, 
Och, bad cess to you now for a pain— 
Here, bring over that bottle, Peg Reilly— 
The black fiend is at me again. 
Ah, where was I, oh say, Eily, darling ? 
“ A mystery,” ah! love, ’tis true, 
3 I cannot make it out—though P’'m thinking— 
Why we’re slaves to the black foreign crew. 


Nors.—In the above poem my object is to implant in the hearts of my 
countrymen, adeadly hatred of British rule, and not to abuse the English 
as a people. 


ee 
CAML MOR. 
I. 
ce blessing on you, Caht Mor, wherever you may 
J be; 


I’m standing where we parted, gazing sadly o’er the sea, 
Watching, waiting, and longing till your galleys brave I see: 
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II. 
In your dreams, my Cah/, tell me, see you aught so pure or 
fair, 
Like to our mother Ireland—peerless, radiant, rich, and rare, 
With face like the Madonna’s, and with wavy golden hair ?— 
III. 
Dream you, aroon, in exile, the fond dreams we dreamed 
of yore, 

Wandering on, with high hopes, by the Shannon’s storied 
shore! 

Hath time or absence dimmed the longings of your heart, my 


Cahl Mor ? 
IV. 
Cahl, dream you still of Erin, rising ’mid exulting strains— 


Flinging off her veil of sorrow, riving centuries of chams— 
Peace and plenty holding joyous jubilation on her plains ? 


Vv. 
Sing you of how the Viking must have to his grand babe 
told 
Clontarf’s gory day of slaughter, and of Brian, brave and 
bold ; 
Or, how Malach won, in combat. the collar of rich gold ? 
VI. 
Are the meadows decked with daisies, like to Erin’s, when 
the Spring 
Hastes to meet her lover, Summer, bringing fairest offering ? 
Does the thrush his matins warble—do the linnets, Cah, 
sing ? . 
VII. 
Oh, Cahl, I am lonely, for the summer time is o’er ; 
How I pray that soon your shadow, vich, may darken on 
the floor ! 
How my heart longs for your coming, Cahl Mor, ma viel 
astor ! 
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VIII. 
There are hopeful ones awaiting, throbbing, burning for the 
day ; : 
More, waiting resurrection, for your coming wildly pray ; 
Dead or living, strong in loving, pray your galleys hither | 
stray. 
Ix. ; 
With joy we'll greet you, Cahi—ho! there pile the faggots 
higher. 
By Christ’s death we'll light the Nene seize the 
fools who'd tire ; 
Hades clutch the dastard wretches who’d let the flames 
expire.— 
x. . 
Tell our brothers, say to them, when their barks are coming 
here ; 
Be they many—more’s the welcome; Cahi, tell them not. 
to fear, | 
For Hire’s mille failthas, or for Hire’s manly cheer. 


xt 
Haste! haste our long-expected one, we'll greet you on the 
shore ; 
My faith, you'll find in Erin love and welcomings galore.— 
Tarry not, we'll light the watch fires on the hill tops, Cahl 
Mor ! 
Sept. 24, 1866. 
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free by post for 14 stamps. 


MOORH’S POETICAL WORKS. Printed on 
Thick ‘Toned Paper, in clear Type. Foolscap 8vo., 
240 pages. Neatly bound in Extra Cloth. Price 1s. ; 
free by post for 14 stamps; or in Green Enameled 
Cover, price 6d.; free by post for 7 stamps. 

DICK MASSEY; a Tale of the Irish Evictions. 
By T. O NEILL RUSSELL. Foolscap 8vo. Enameled 
Pictorial Boards. Price 1s.; free by post for 14 stamps. 

DONAL DUN O'BYRNE; a Tale of the Rising 
in Wexford in 1798. ByDENIS HOLLAND. Fools- 
cap 8vo. Enameled Pictorial Boards. Price 1s.; or 
free by post for 14 stamps. 

MICHAEL DWYER, the Insurgent Captain of 
the Wicklow Mountains. By J. T. CAMPION, M.D. 
Pictorial Coloured Cover. Price 6d.; free by post for 
7 stamps. 

THE LAST STRUGGLES OF THE IRISH 
SEA SMUGGLERS ; a Romance of the Wicklow Coast. 
By Dr. CAMPION. Price 6d., free by post for 7 stamps. 

THE GREEN FLAG OF IRELAND 
NATIONAL SONGS for the CONCERTINA, with the 
Words and Music, and the Notes marked for Playing. 
Demy 4to. Beautiful Emblematic Cover, representing 
the Genius of Erin, &c., Printed in Colours. Price 6d. ; 
free by post for 7 stamps. 

THE SONGS OF SWEHET IRELAND, contain- 
ing the Standard Songs of Erin’s Minstrels. Pictorial 
Coloured Cover. Price 6d.; free by post for 7 stamps. 

THE RISING OF THE MOON, and other 
National ‘Songs and Poems. By JOHN K. CASEY 
(‘“‘ Leo”). Foolscap 8vo. Green Cloth, price 1s.; free 
by post for 14 stamps; or in Illustrated Cover, Printed 
in Colours, price 6d.; free by post for 7 stamps. 

THE GREEN FLAG OF IRELAND SONG 
BOOK; aSelection of the Genuine Songs and Balads of 
the dear Old Land. Price 6d.; free by post for 7 stamps. 

THE SUNBURST RECITATION BOOK; a 
Selection of the most Celebrated Addresses delivered by 
Trish Orators and Patriots at the Bar, from the Dock, 
in the Senate, and on the Battle-field. Price 6d.; free 
by post for 7 stamps. 


GLASGOW: CAMERON & FERGUSON, 88 & 94, WEST NILE ST, 


WORKS Published at ‘‘ The Nation” Office, 
90, Middle Abbey Street, Dublin. London: Vickers. 


NEW ISSUE OF “THE STORY OF IRELAND.” 


Now ready a New Edition of 
THE STORY OF IRELAND, a Pictorial 
Narrative of Irish History from the Earliest Ages to 
the Present Time, written for the Youth of Ireland. 
By A. M.SULLIVAN. With more than Thirty Illus- 
trations from the Pencil of JOHN FERGUS O’HEA. 
Every one of the Illustrations in this Work is Original, 
and all of them have been specially Drawn and Engraved 

for this Work by Irish Resident Artists. 


THE DRAWING-ROOM EDITION 
Of the New Issur is Printed throughout on Toned 
Paper of the finest quality, and handsomely Bound and 
richly Gilt. 
Price 5s., free by post 6d, extra. 


Also 
THE STUDENT’S EDITION 
Of THE STORY OF IRELAND. Printed on Ordinary 
Paper, of good quality, and Bound in Cloth, Gilt 
Lettering, will be 
3s., free by post 5d. extra. 


ZOZIMUS, THE NEW ILLUSTRATED COMIC JOURNAL, 
WEEKLY, TWOPENCE. 
toes aM Ue So TON ob OF N =D ON: 
Be it kof to all whom it may concern, that 
Mr. George Vickers, 
fingel Court, 
Strand, 
London, 
Has been appointed WHOLESALE AGENT in that village 
for the Royal Journal of His Philosophic Majesty, 
ZOZIMUS I. 


T. D. SULLIVAN’S COLLECTED POEMS. 


Bound in Green and Gold........+... 2s. 6d. 
Lithographed. Cover...............0.. 1s. 6d. 


“ The Berenger of Ireland.” —Vide opinions of the Press. 


WAL APHS OPEPANCT, 


By CHARLES P. O’CONNOR, 
** Cairn Thierna’’), 
WITH ILLUSTRATIONS BY EDMUND FITZPATRICK,*A.R.H.A,, 
DUNCAN DALLAS, TILBY, AND FITZGERALD, 


Drawing Room Edition, 3s. 6d.; People’s Edition, 1s. 


Fe8“< One of the true poets tof our land and race.”—A. M, 
SuLiivan. Nation. 

*‘ T have much pleasure in adding my name to the list of 
subscribers for the truly admirable and spirited Poems of 
‘ Cairn Thierna.’ ”—Lapy WILDE (“ Speranza”’). 

*¢ A genuine successor of the men who have given to their 
country so many thorough people’s songs and ballads. His 
have the qualities which carry song home to the hearts of 
all—strong real feeling, direct utterance, nervous language, 
anda ring of music which makes the words cling to the 
memory.—W. C. Bennett, LL.D. London Dispatch. 


SUBSCRIBERS. Copies. 
Henry Mathews, Hsq., M.P., London .. Be 
Lady Wilde (‘“Speranza’’), Dublin 

James Murray, Esq., Wales . 

Henry M. D. Flecher, Belfast. . 

Mrs. E. Coppinger, Cork .. .. 

Edward Keevil, Esq., Dublin .. 

J. J. Merriman, Hsq., London 

W. J. Fitzpatrick, Hsq., Dublin 

P. J. Smith, Hsq., Dalkey 

Miss O’ Leary, Macroom .. 

W. H. O'Sullivan, Esq., Kilmallock . 

Mons. Oscar Soupart, TOU VAT (i sis 

Charles J. Kickham, Esq., Mullinahone 

— Philips, Esq., Blackheath . 

Hugh Lindsay, Esq., London 

Rev. B. Davis, Blackheath 

— Vanhi, Hsq., London . oe yates 
Edmund Fitzpatrick, Esq., A.B.H. Ay London .. 
Michael Hogan, Limerick it 
J. F. O'Donnell, Esq., London 

W. C. Bennett, LL.D... .. 

Mrs. O’ Donovan Rossa, *. ‘Clonakilty. . 

T. Warren Irwin, Esq., ai ED 

Michael Scanlan, Esq., New York . 

Mrs. McCabe,Wexford . : 
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